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EEE I FC ed 
Dramatis Perſonæ. 


UKE of Venice. 
Brabantio, à noble Venetian, 
Gratiano, a Brother to Brabantio. 
Lodovico, Kin 1 — to Brabantio and Gratiano, 
Othello, the r, General for the e 
in C rus. 
Caſſio, bis Li eutenant-General, 
lago, Sanderd bearer 40 Othello. 
Rodorigo, 4 fooliſh Gentleman, in Love with | 
Deſdemona. — 
Montano, tbe Moor's Predeceſſor i in the omen. | 
ment of Cyprus, 
Clocon, Servant to the Moor, ; X 
Herald, | 
1 þ 
Neſdemapa, Daughter to * and if e 
: to melo, * 
Emilia, i ife to Tago, 5 
ä a # Curtezan Mi rreſs to Caſſio, e 


Of cers, Gentlemen, Me 1 Muſi fcians, 5 
TY and Attendants. SR Yo 


SCENE for the Firſt Af in Venice; 
during the re of Y the 79 in Cyprus, ** 
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ACT 1. SCENE. L 
: 8 C ENE Venice. 
FR | Enter Roteries and Iago. 


nes. 


2 E VE R tell me, I take it very unkindly, | 
N That thou, ago, who haſt had my Purſe, 


As if the Strings were thine, 8 
Shouldſt know of this. 
Iago. But you'll not hear me. 


If ever I did dream of ſuch a FS abhor me, 


Rod. Thou told'ſt me, thou didſt hold him in thy hate, 
Lago. Deſpiſe me 
If I 110 not. Three great ones of the City, 
In perſonal ſuit to make me his Lieutenant, 
Off- * to him: And by * Faith of Man, 
2 


4 OTHELLo, the 

1 know my Price, Jam worth no worſe a Place, 

But he, as loving his own Pride and Purpoſe. 

' Lvades them, with a bombaſt Circumſtance, 

Horribſy tut with Epithets of War: 

Non-ſuits my Mediators ; for certes, ſays he, SS 

J have already choſe my Officer. And what was he? 

Forſooth, a great Arithmetician, 6” 

One Michael Caffro, a Florentine, : 

A Fellow almoſt damn'd in a fair Wife, 

That never ſet a Squadron in the Field, 

Nor the Diviſion of a Battle knows 

More than a Spinſter, but the Bookiſh Theorick, 

Wherein the toged Couns'Jors can propoſe + 

As maſterly as he; meer prattle, without practice, 

Is all his Soldierſhip. But he, Sir, had th' Election; 

And I, of whom his Eyes had ſeen the proof 

At Rhodes, at Cyprus, and on other Grounds 

Chriſtian and Heathen, muſt be be-lee'd, and calm'd 

By Debitor, and Creditor. This Counter. caſter, 

He, in good time, muſt his Lieutenant be, 

And F, Sir, bleſs the mark, his Moor- ſhip's Ancient. 
Rod. By Heav'n, I rather would have been his Hangman, | 
Iago. But there's no remedy, tis the curſe of Service; 

Preferment goes by Letter, and Affection. 

And not by old Gracation, where each ſecond 

Stood Heir to th' firit. Now, Sir, be Judge your Self. 

Whether I in any juſt term am Aſſign'd | 

To love the Moor? 

Red. T would not follow him then. 
Iago: O, Sir, content you; 

J follow him to ſerve my turn upon him, — 

We cannot all be Maſters, nor all Mlaſteis | | 

Cannot be truly follow'd. You ſhall mark 

Many a duteous and knee-crooking Knave, 

That, doting on his own obſequious Bondage, 1 8 

Weals out his time, much like his Maſter's Aſs, - 

For nought but Provender, and when he's old, Cacheer 63. 

Whip me ſuch honeſt Knaves. Others there are 

Who trimm'd in Farms and Viſages of Duty, 

Keep yet their Hearts EY on themſelves ; © 


And 


Moor of VExice. x 


And weeks but ſhows of Service on their Lords, 


Do well thrive by them; and when they have hv'd | their © 


Coats, 


Do thenfſelves Homage. Theſe Fellows have ſome 8 SO, 


And ſuch a one do I profeſs my ſelf. For, Sir, 
It is as ſure as you are Rodorigo, 


Were I the Moor, I would not be Tage. 


In following him, I. follow but my {elf 
Heav'n is my Judge, not I, for Love and Daty, 
But ſeeming io, for my peculiar end ; 


For when my outward Action dothalemonſtrate : 


The native AQ and Figure of my Heart 
In Compliment extern, 'tis not long after 
Bat I willxvear my Heart upon my Sleeve, 
For Daws to peck at; I am not waat I ſeem. 
Rod. What a full Fortune docs the thick-lips owe . 


If he can carry her thus? 


Iago. Call up her Father, 
Rouſe him, make after him, poiſon his Delight, 
Proclaim n in the Streets, incenſe her Ein . 
And tho' he in a fertile Ciimate dwell, 
Plague him with Flics: Tho! that his Joy be Joy, 
Yet throw ſuch Changes of Vexation on't, 25 
As it may loſe ſome Colour. | 

Nod. Here is her Father's Houſe, Pl call aloud. 

Jago, Do, with like timorous Accent, and dire yell, 
As when, by Night and Negligence, the Fire 
Is ſpied in Populous Cities. 
z Rod. What ho! Brahantic! Signior Prabantio ! ho! 

Lago. Awake! what ho! Brabantio] Thieves, Thieves 
Look to your Houſe, your Daughter, and your Bags: 
Thieves ! ! Thieves! 
Enter Brabantio above 

Bra. What is the reaſdn of this terrible Summons? ? 
What is the Matter there ? 

Rod. Signior, is all your Family within? 

Jago. Are ha Doors loek'd ? 

Kad. Why ? whereföre ask you this? 

Lago. Sir, you're robb'd ; for ſhame put on your Gow]n, 
Vour Heart is burſt, you have loſt half your Soul, 

AS Even 


1 OTEHEIL Lo, be 
Een now, een very now an old black Ram 

Is Tupping your white Ewe. Ariſe, ariſe, 

Awake the ſnorting Citizens with the Bell, 

Or elſe the Devil will make a Grand ſire of you. . 

Ariſe I fay. | 
Bra. What, have you loſt your Wits ? 

Rod. Moſt Reverend Signior, do you know my Voice? 

Bra. Not I; what are you ? | 1 

Red. My Name is Rodor igo. 

Bra. The worſe welcome; 

I have chary'd thee not to haunt about my 8 

11 honeſt plainneſs thou haſt heard me ſay, 

y Daughter is not for thee. And now in Madneſs, 

Being full of Supper, and diftempering , 5 

Upon malicious Bravery, doſt thou come 

To ſtart my quiet. 

Rod. Sir, Sir, Sir 

Bra. But thou maſt needs be ſure, 

My Spirit and my place ave in their Power - 

"To make this bitter to thee. | 8 
Rod. Patience, good Sir. | | 
Bra. What telb'ſt thou me of hing! ? This: is Venice: 

My Houſe is not a Grange. 
Red, Moſt brave Brabantio, 

In ſimple and pure Soul, I come to you. - 

Togo. Sir, you are one of thoſe that will not ſerve God, 
if the Devil bid you. Becauſe we come to do you Service, 
and you think weare Ruffians, you'll have your ng 
ter cover'd with a Barbary Horſe, yowil have your Ner 
phews neigh to you, you'll have Courſers for Couſins, 
and Gennets for Germans. = 4 

Bra. What prophane Wretch art thou? | 

tag. I am one, Sir, that comes to tell you, your Paugh- 

ter and the Moor are making the Beaſt with two * 

Bra. Thou art a Villain. 

Jago. You are a Senator. 

Bra. This thou ſhalt anſwer, I know thee, Roderipoi 

Rog. Sir, I will anſwer any thing. But I beſeech Few; 
If 't be your Pleaſure and molt wiſe Conſent, 

As partly I find it is, that your fair Daughter, 


8 * PY 


At 


oe. 


Moor of VENICE, 
At this odd Even and dull Watch o'th* Night, 
Tranſported with. no worſe or better guard, 
But with a Knave of common hire, a Gundalier, 
To the groſs claſps of a laſcivious Moor: 
If this be known to you, and your Allowance, 
We then have done you bold and fawcy Wrongs. 
But if you know not this, my Manners tell me, 
We have your wrong Rebuke. Do not believe 
That from the Senſe of all Civility. 
I thus would play and trifle with your Reverence. 
Your Daughter, if you have not given her leave, 
I fay again, hath made a groſs Revolt. 
Tying her Duty, Beauty, Wit and Fortunes 
To an extravagant and wheeling Stranger, 
Of here and every where; ftraigat ſatisfy your ſelf, 
If ſhe be in her Chamber, or your Houle, | 
Let looſe on me the Juſtice of the State 
For thus deluding you. 

Bra. Strike on the Tinder ho! 


 G1ve mea Taper — call up all my People. 


This Accident is not unlike my Dream, 
Belief of it oppreſſes me already. 
Light, J ſay, light! by, 
Jago. Farewel; for I muſt leave you. 
It ſeems not meet, nor wholſom to my Place, 
To be produc'd, as if I ſtay, I ſhall, 
Againſt the Moor. For I do know the State, 
However this may gall him with ſome check, 
Cannot with Safety caſt him. For he's embark'd 
With ſuch loud Reafon to the Cyprus Wars, 
Which e'en now ſtand in Act, that for their Souls, 
Another of his fathom, they have none, 
To lead their Buſineſs. In which regard 
Tho' I do hate him as I do Hell's Pains, | 
Yet, for neceſſity of preſent Life, | * 
I muſt ſhew out a Flag, and fign of Love, | 
(Which is indeed but fign,) That you may ſurely find him, 
Lead to the Sagittary the raiſed Search; | 


And there will I be with him. So farewell. [ Exit. 
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EnterBrabantio in his Night gown,wwith Servants and Torches,” 
Bra. It is too true an Evil. Gone ſhe is, 
And whar's to come of my deſpiſed Time, 
Is nought but bitterneſs. Now, Rodrigo, 
Where did'ſt thou ſee her? Oh unhappy Girl! | 
With the Moor, ſay'ſt thou! Who would be a Father? / 
How did'ſt thou know 'twas ſhe ? Oh ſhe deceives me. 
Paſt thought — What ſaid ſhe to you? Get more Tapers 
Raiſe all my Kindred—are they Married, think Wu! ? 
Rod. Truly I think they are? 
Bra. Oh Heav'n! how gat ſhe out! af 
Oh Treaſon of my Bload ! 
Fathers, from hence truſt not your Daughters Minds 
Ry what you ſee them act. Are there not Charms, 
By which the property of Youth, and Maidhood 
May be abus'd ? Have you not read, n 
Of ſome ſuch thing? 
Rod. Ves, Sir J have indeed. 
Bra. Call up my Brothers; oh would you 1 had had her 
Some one way, ſome another Do you Kno- 
Where me may apprehend her, and the Moor ? 
Rod. I think I can diftover him, if you pleaſe 
To get good Guard, and go along with me. : 
Bra. Pray you lead on. At every Houſe I'll call, | 
| I may command at moſt 3 get Weapons, hoa ! 
; And raiſe ſame ſpecial Officers of might: 
On, good Razerigo, I will deſerve your Pains.” [D Eæxeunt. 


1 SCENE II. The Sweet. 


Enter Othello, Iago, and Attendants with Torches. 
lago. Tho? in the Trade of War I have ſlain Men, 
Yet ; I hold it very ſtuff o'th' Conſcience 


I had thought to have yerk'd him here under the Rib. 
Oth. Tis better as it is. 
Lago. Nay, but he prated, 
8 - Ad ſpoke tuch ſcurvy and provoking Tenia 
| Againſt your Honour, that with the little Godlineſs I have, 
I did full hard forbear him, But I pray you, Sir, 4 
re 


mt. 


Are 


Moor f VENIGE. 


Are you faſt Married? Be aſſur'd of this, 
That the Magnifico is much belov'd, 


And hath in his effect a Voice potential 

As double as the Duke's : He will divorce you, 
Or put upon you, what Reſtraint or Grievance, 
The Law, with all his might to enforce it on, 


Will give him Cable. 


Otb. Let him do his ſpight - 
My Services, Which I have done the Signory, 
Shall out-tongue his Complaints. Tis yet to know, 
Which, when I know that boaſting is an Honour, 
1 ſhall promulgate. I fetch my Life and Being 
From Men of Royal Siege; and my Demerits 
May ſpeak, and bonneted, to as proud-a Fortune 
As this that I have reach'd. For know Jago, 
But that I love the gentle Dęſdemona, 
I would not my unhouſed free Condition 
Put into Circumſcription and Confine, 
For the Seas worth. But look! what Lights come yond ? 
Enter Caſſio with Torches. 
Tago. Thoſe are the raiſed Father, and his Friends: 
You. were beſt go in- | 


Oth. Not I: I muſt be found. 


My Parts, my Title, and my perfect Soul 
Shall manifeſt me rightly. Is it they? 


Jago. By Fanus, | think not. 

07h. "The Servants of the Duke, EY my Lieutenant : 
The Goodneſs of the Night den yen Friends, 
What is the News ? 

Caf. The Duke does greet you, General, 


And he requires your haite, Poſt-haſte appearance, 
Even on the Inſtant. | 


Otb. What is the matter, think you ? | 
Caf. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine : 
Ft is a Buſineſs of ſome heat. The Gallies 
Have ſent a dozen ſequent Meſſengers 


"This very Night, at one anothers Heels: 


And many of the Couns'lors, rais'd and met, 


Are at the Duke's already. You have been hotly call'd for, 


When being not at t your Lodging to be found, | 
"Das 'The 
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The Senate ſent about three ſeveral * 
To ſearch you out. 

Oh. Tis well I am found by you : | 
I will but ſpend a Word here in the Houle, 
And go with you. [Exit Othello. 

Caf. Ancient, what makes he here . 

Jago. Faith, he to Night hath hoarded a Land Carrac, 
If it prove lawful Prize, he's made for ever. 

: Ca... I do not underſtand. 

Iago. He's married. 

Caſ To whom ? 

Jago. Marry to- 


Come, Captain, will you 20; 2 
Enter Othello. 
O25. Have with You. 
Ca/. Here comes another Troop to ſeek for you: | 
Enter Brabantio, Rodorigo, with Officers and Torches, 
Iago. It is Brabantio; General be advis'd, 
He comes to bad Intent. 
Otb. Holla ſtand there, 
Rod. Signior, it is the Moor. 
Bra. Down with him, Thief. [They draw on both 5 ba 
Iago. You Rodorigo : Come, Sir, I am for you © 
Oth. Keep up your bright Swords, for the Dew wilt , 
ruft em. Good Signior, you ſhall more command with 
Years, than with your Weapons. 
Bra. Oh thou foul Thief! Where haſt thou ſtow'd my 
Daughter? | 
Damn'd as thou art, thou haſt anchagied hex, 


| : For Vll refer me to all things of Senſe, 


ſhe in Chains of Magic were not bound, 


Tf 
Whether a Maid, ſo tender, fair, and happy, 


So oppoſite to Ma rriage, that ſhe ſhunn'd 


The wealthy curi'd Darlings of our Nation, 


Would ever have, Uncur a general Mock, 
Run from her Guardage to the ſooty Boſom 
Of fuch a thing as thou, to fear, not to delight? 


Judge me the World, if 'tis not groſs in Senſe, 


That thou haft practis'd on her with foul Charms, 
Abus'd her delicate Youth, with Drugs or Minerals, 


That weaken Notion : Pll have't diſputed on, | 
P "Tis 


[is 


Moor of VeNIoe. 


Tis probable, and palpable to thinking; 


I therefore apprehend and do attach thee, 


For an Abuſer of the World, a Practicer 


Of Arts inhibited, and out of Warrant 


Lay hold upon him, if he do reſiſt 
Subdue him at his peril. 


Oth. Hold your Hands, 5 
Both you of my inclining, and t 
Were it my Cue to fight, I. ſnguld ana Kuben it 


Without a Prompter. Whither will "ou that go 


To anſwer this your Charge ? 

Bra. To Priſon, till fit time 
Of Law, and Courſe of dir & Seſſion 
Call thee to anſwer. ; 

Oth. What if I do obey? > 
How may the Duke be - GW FAY 
Whoſe Meſſengers are here about my ſide, 
Upon ſome preſent Buſineſs of the State, 


 'Tobring me to him. 


. Tis true, moſt worthy Signior, 
The Duke's in Council, and your noble ſelf 
I am ſure 1s ſent for, 

Bra. How! the Duke in council ? 


Tn this time of the Night? bring him away; 


Mine's not an idle Cauſe. The Duke himſelf, 

Or any of my Brothers of the State, 

Cannot but feel this wrong, as.'twere their own; 
For if ſuch Actions may have Paſſage free, 


SCENE III. The Senate Houſe. 
Enter A: Senators, and Officers. 


Duke. There is no Com poſition i in this News, 
That gives them Credit. 
1 Sex. Indeed, they are diſproportioned; 


| My Letters ſay, a hundred and ſeven Gallies, 


Duke. And mine a hundred and forty. 
2 Sen, And mine two hundred ; 


11 


Bond- ſlaves and Pageants ſhall our Stateſmen be. UE xc unt. 


But 
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But though they jump not on a juſt Account, 
A235s in theſe Caſes where the Aim reports, - 
Tis oft with difference, yet do they all confirm 
A Turkiſh Fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. 
1 Duke. Nay, it is poſſible enough to Jadgment ; ; 
| I do not fo ſecure me in the Error, 
But the main Article I do approve, 
In fearful Senſe. | 
Sailors within.) What hoa ! What hoa! What hoa * 
EE Enter Sailor. 
A Offi. A Meſſenger from the Gallies. 
Duke. Now !-— What's the Bufineſs ? 
Sail. The Turkiſh Preparation makes for Rhodes, 
So was I bid report here to the State, 
: By Signior Angelo. 5 
| Duke. How fay you by this Change? 
| 1 Sen. This cannot be 
By no aſſay of Reaſon. Tis a Pageant 
j To keep us in falſe Gaze; when we conſider, 
*Th' importancy of Cyprus to the Turk, 
Ard let our ſelves again but underſtand, 
That as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, 
So may he with more facile Queſtion bear it ; 
For that it ſtands not in ſuch warlike Brace, 
But altogether lacks th* Abilities 
That Rhodes is dreſs'd in. If we make thought of this, 
We mult not think the Turk is ſo unskilful, 
| To leave that lateſt, which coneerns him firſt : 
i Neglecting an Attempt of Eaſe and Gain, gn 
Po wake and wage a Danger profitleſs. * 
Duke. Nay, in all Confidence he's not bor Rhode. | 
OF. Here is more News. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſ. The Qetomutes, reverend and gracious, : 
Steering with due Courſe toward the Iſle of Rhodes, 
Have ther injoin'd them with. an after Fleet 
I Sen. Ay, ſoithought ; how many; as you gueſs 2 
Meſ. Of thirty Sail; and now they do re-ſtem 
Their backward Courie, bearing with frank Appearance 
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Your truſty and moſt valiant Servitor, 
With his free Duty, rerommends you thus, 
And prays you to believe him. 
Duke. Tis certain then for Cyprus: | 
Marcus Luccices, is he not here in Town ? 1 
1 Sen. He's now in Fbrence. 
Duke. Write from us, 


| To him, Poſt, Poſt-haſte, diſpatch. 


1 Sen. Here comes Brabantio, and the e Moor. 
Enter Brabantio, Othello, Caſſio, Jago, Rodorigo, 
and Officers. 

Duke. Valiant Othello, we muſt ſtraight — you, 
Againſt the general Enemy Ottoman. 


I did not ſee you; welcome, gentle Signior, To Bra. 


We lack't your Counſel, 'and your help to Night. 

Bra. So did I yours; Good your Grace pardon me, 
Neither my Place, nor ought I heard of Buſineſs, 
Hath rais'd me from my Bed ; nor doth the general Care 


Take hold on me. For my particular Griet 


Is of ſo Flood-gate, and o'er bearing Nature, 
That it ingluts, and fwallows other Sorrows, 
And yet is ſtill it ſelf 
Duke. Why? what's the matter? 
Bra. My Daughter ! oh my Daughter 
Sen. Dead ! 
Bra. Ay, to me. 
She i is abus'd, ſtollen from me, and . 


By Spells and Medicines, bought of nnn 


For Nature fo prepoſterouſly to err, 
Being not deficient, blind, or lame of Senfe, 
Sans Witchcraft could not 
Duke,, Whoe'er he be, that in this foul Proceeding, 
Hath thus beguil'd your Daughter of her ſelf, 
And you of her; the bloody Book of Law, 
You ſhall your ſelf read in the bitter Letter, 
After your own Senſe ; yea, though our proper Son 
Stood in your Action. 
Bra. Humbly I thank your Grace. 


Here is the Man; this Moor, whom now it ſeems 


Your ſpecial Mandate, for the State Affairs, 
Hah 
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Hath hither brought. 
All. We are very ſorry fort. 
Duke. What in you own part can ſay to this? 
Bra. Nothing, but this is ſo. | 
Oth. Moſt potent, grave and reverend Signiors, 
My very noble, and approv'd good Maſters; 
That I have ta'en away this old Man's Daughter, 
It is moſt true, true I have married her; 
The very Head, and Front of my offending, 
Hath this Extent; no more. Rude am I in my Speech, | 
And little bleſs d with the ſoft Phraſe of Peace; 
For ſince theſe Arms of mine had ſeven Years Pith, 
Till now, ſome nine Moons waſted, they have us d 
Their deareſt Action, in the tented Field; 
And little of this great World can I ſpeak, 
More than pertains to Feats of Broils and Battle ; 
And therefore little ſhall I grace my Cauſe, 
In ſpeaking for my ſelf. Yet, by your gracious Patience, 
J will a round unvarniſh'd Tale deliver, . 
Of my whole courſe of Love. What Drugs, what e 
What Conjuration, and what mighty Magic, 
For ſuch Proceeding I am charg'd withal,) 
I won his Daughter with. 
Bra. A Maiden, never bold ; 
Of Spirit ſo ſtill and quiet, that her Motion 
Bluſh'd at it ſelf; and ſhe, in ſpite of Nature, 
Of Years, of Country, Credit, every thing, 
To fall in Love with what ſhe fear'd to look on 
It is a Judgment maim'd, and moſt imperfect, 
That will confeſs Affection ſo could err 
Againſt all Rules of Nature, and muſt be driven 
To find out Practices of cunning Hell, 


Why this ſhould be. I therefore vouch again, 


That with ſome Mixtures powerful o'er the Blood, 
Or with fome Dram, conjur d to this Effect, 
He wrought upon her. 

Dake. To vouch this, is a Proof, 
What more certain, and more overt Teft | 
Than theſe thin Habits, and poor likelihoods 


Of modern ſeeming, do prefer againſt him, 
1 Sen. 
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1 Sen. But, Othello, ſpeak, | 


Did you, by indirect and forced . 
Subdue and poiſon this young Maid's Affection, 


Or came it by Requeſt, and ſuch fair Queſtion, 


As Soul to Soul affordeth? 
Oth. I do beſeech you, 


Send for the Lady to the Sagittary, 


And let her ſpeak of me before her Father; 
If you do find me foul in her Report, 
The Truſt, the Office, I do hold of you, 
Not only take away, but let your Sentence 
Even fall upon my Life. 

Duke. Fetch De/demona hither. 

_ Oth. Ancient, conduct them, You beſt know the Place. 

[Exit 2 

* "till ſhe come, as truly: as to Heav'n 


I do confeſs the Vices of my Blood, 


So juſtly to your grave Ears, Pl! preſent 
How I did thrive in this fair Lady's Love, 
And ſhe in mine. 
Duke. Say it, Othelh. | 
Oth. Her Father lov'd me, oft invited me; 
Still queſtion'd me the Story of my Life, 
'rom Year to Year; the Battles, Sieges, Fortunes, 


That I have paſt, 


T ran it through, een from my boyiſh Days, 

To th' very Moment that he bad me tell it : 

Wherem J ſpoke of moſt diſaſtrous Chances, 

Of moving Accidents by Flood and Field ; 

Of hair-breadth Scapes i'th' imminent deadly Breach ; 
Of being taken by the inſolent Foe, 

And fold to Slavery; of my Redemption . 

And Portance in my Travels Hiſtory; 


Wherein of Antars vaſt, and Defarts idle, 


Rough Quarries, Rocks and Hills, whoſe Heads * 
It was my Hint to ſpeak, ſuch was the Proceſs; (Heaven 
And of the Canibals that each other eat; 
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The Anthropopbagi; and Men whoſe Heads 


Do grow beneath their Shoulders. All theſe to hear, 
Would De/demona ſeriouſly incline ; 
Hs | But 
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But ſtill the Houſe Affairs would draw her thence, 
Which ever as ſhe could with haſte difpatch, 
She'd come again, and with a greedy Far 
Devour up my Diſcourſe : Which, I obſerving, 
Took once a plaint Hour, and found good means 
To draw from her a Prayer of earneſt Heart, 
That I would all my Pilgrimage dilate, 
Whereof hy Parcels ſhe had ſomething heard, 
But not di inctwely: I did conſent 
And oſten did beguile her of her Tears, 
When I did ſpeak of ſome diſtreſsful Stroke, 
That my Youth ſuffer d. My Story being done, 
She gave me for my Pains a world of Sighs; 
She ſwore in faith, twas ſtrange, twas paſling ſtrange, 
Twas pitiful, 'was wondrous pitiful— 
She wiſh'd ſhe had not heard it—yet ſhe wiſh'd 
That Heav'n had niade her ſich a Man—fhe thank'd me, 
And bad me, if I had a Friend that lov'd her, 
I ſhould but teach him how to tell my Story. 
And that would woo her. Upon this hint I ſpake, | 
She lov'd me for the Dangers I had paſt, 
And I lov'd her, that ſhe did pity them. 
'T his only is the witchcraft I have us. 
Here comes the Lady, let her witneſs it. 
| Exter Deſdemona, Iago, and Attendants. | 
Dre. I think this Tale would win my Daughter too, 
Good Brabantio, take up this mangled matter at the beſt. 
Men do their broken Weapons rather uſe, 
Than their bare Hands. 
Bra. I pray you hear her ſpeak ; 
If he confeſs that ſhe was half the Wooer, 
Deſtruction on my Head, if my bad blame 
Light on the Man. Come hither, gentle Miftreſs, 
Do you perccive, in all this noble Company, 
Where moſt you owe Obedience ? 
Def. My noble Father, 
I do perceive a divided Duty; | 
To you I am bound for Lite and Education: 
My Life and Education both do learn me, 
. Haw to reſpe& you. Youare the Lord of Duty, 
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T am hitherto your Daughter. But here's my Husband, 

And ſo much Duty as my Mother ſhew'd 

To you, preferring you before her Father 

So much I challenge, that I may profeſs 

Due to the Moor, my Lord. 

Bra. God be with you: I have done. 

Pleaſe it your Grace, on to the State Affairs; 

J had rather to adopt a Child than get it. 

Come hither, Moor. | 

I here do give thee that with all my Heart, 

Which, but thou haſt already, with all my Heart, 

I would keep from thee. For your fake, Jewel, 

I am glad at Soul, I have no other Child, 

For my eſcape would teach me Tyranny 

To hang Clogs on them. I have done, my Lord. 
Due. Let me ſpeak like your ſelf; and lay a Sentence, 

Which, as a griſe, or ſtep, may help theſe Lovers. 

When Remedies are paſt, the Griefs are ended 

By ſeeing the worſt, which late on hopes depended. 

To mourn a Miſchief that is paſt and gone, 

Is the next way to draw new Miſchiet on. 

What cannot be preſerv'd when Fortune takes, 

Patience her Injury a mockery makes. EY 

The robb'd that ſmiles, ſteals ſomething from the Thief, 
He robs himſelf, that ſpends a bootleſs Grief. 
Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile, 

We loſe it not ſo long as we can ſmile ; 

He bears the Sentence well, that nothing bears, 

But the free Comfort which from thence he hears. 

But he bears both the Sentence, and the Sorrow, 

That to pay Grief, mult of poor Patience borrow. 

Theſe Sentences to Sugar, or to Gall, 

Being ſtrong on both Sides, are equivocal. 

But Words are Words; I never yet did hear, 

That the bruis'd Heart was pierced through the Ear. 

I humbly beſeech you proceed to th* Aff urs of State. 

Due, The Turk, with a moſt mighty Preparation, makes 

for..Cyprus : Othelh, the Fortitude of the Place is beſt known 

to you. And though we have there a Subſtitute of moſt 

allowed fufkciency-; yet Opinion, # more Sovereign wy | 
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fireſs of Effects, throws a more ſafe Voice on you; ah | 
muit therefore be content to ſlubber the gloſs of your 
new Fortunes, with this more unn and boiſterous Ex- 


pedition. 
Ozh. The Tyrant Cuſtom, mat grave Senators, 
' Hath made the flinty and ſteel Couch of War 
My thrice-driven Bed of Down. I do agnize 
A natural and prompt Alaerity, 5 
I find it hardneſs ; and do undertake 
This preſent War againſt the Oztomztes. 
Moſt humbly therefore bending to your State, 
I crave fit Diſpoſition for my Wife, 
Due Reverence of Place and Exhibition, 
With ſuch accommodation and beſort, 
As levels with her breeding. 
Duke. Why, at her Father's. 
Bra. I will not have it ſo. 
Orth. Nor l. "ok 
De/. Nor wauld I there reſide, 5 
To put my Father in impatient Thoughts 
By being in his Eye. Moſt gracious Duke, 
To my unfold ing lend your gracious Ear, 
And let me find a Character in your Voice 
T' aſſiſt my Simpleneſs. 
Duke. What would you, De/demona + 224 
Def. That I did love the Moor to live with him, 
My down-right Violence, and Storm of Fortunes, 


May trumpet to the World. My Heart's ſubdu d 


Even to the very Quality of my Lord ; 

I faw Othello s Viſage in his Mind, 

And to his Honours and his valiant Farts 
Did I my Soul and Fortunes conſecrate. 

So that, dear Lords, if I be left behind 

A Moth of Peace, and he go to the War, 
The Rites for which I love him are bereft me: 
And I a heavy interim ſhall ſupport | 
By his dear Abſence. Let me go with him. 


Oth. Your Voices, Lords; beſeech you, let her Win 


Fave a free way. 
Vouch with me Heav'n, I therefore beg i it not 
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To pleaſe the Palate of my Appetite ; _ 
Nor to comply with Heat the young affects 
In my defunct, and proper Satisfaction; 
But to be es and bounteous to her Mind. 


And Heav'n defend your good Souls, that you think 


I will your ſerious and great Buſineſs ſcant | 

For ſhe is with me No, when light-wing'd Toys 
Of Feather'd Cupid, foil with wanton dulneſs 

My ſpeculative and ofic'd Inftruments, 

That my Diſports corrupt and taint my Buſineſs 3 

Let Houſewifes make a Skillet of my Helm, 

And all indign and baſe Adverfities, 

Make head againſt my Eſtimation. 

Duke. Ee it as you ſhall privately determine, 
Either for her ſtay or going; th' Affair cries haſte ; 
And ſpeed muſt anſwer it. 

Sen. You muſt hence to Night, 

O:h. With all my Heart. 


Duke, At nine i'th* Morning here we'll meet again, | 


Othello, leave ſome Officer behind, 
And he ſhall our commiſſion bring to you 3 
And ſuch things elſe of Quality and Relpot 
As doth import you. 

Oth. Pleaſe your Grace, my Ancient; 

A Man he is of Honeſty and Truſt, 
To his Conveyance I aſſign my Wite, 


With what elſe needful your good Grace ſhall chink | 


To be ſent after me. 

. Duke. Let it be ſo; 

Good Night ſo every one. And noble Signior, 

| If virtue no delighted Beauty lack, 

Your Son-in-law is far more fair than black. 
Sen. Adieu, brave Moor, uſe Deſaemona well. 
Bra. Look to her, Moor, if thou haſt Eyes to ſee; ; 
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She has deceiv'd her Father, and may thee. Exits 


Oth. My Life upon her Faith. Honeſt Lago, | 
My De/demona muſt I leave to thee; __ 
I pr'ythee let thy Wife attend on her, 
And bring her after in the beſt Advantage. 


Come De/demona, I have but an Hour 
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Of Love, of worldly Matter, and Direction | 

| To ſpeak with thee. We mult obey the time, [ E.xenut. 

| Red. Iago | 5 | 

Jago. What ſay'ſt thou, noble Heart? 

| Red. What will I do, think'ſt thou? 

'F Jago. Why, go to bed and ſleep. | 

iF Rod. Iwill incontinently drown my ſelf. © _ 

1 lago. If thou deft, I ſhall never love thee aſter. Why, 
| thou filly Gentleman EE, | 
| Rod. It is fi lineſs to live, when to live is a Torment; 
and then have we a Preſcription to die, when death is our 
i Phyſician. e | 5 
1 Jago. Oh villanous! I have look'd upon the World for 

[; four times ſeven Years, and fince I could diſtinguiſh be- 
twixt a Benefit and an Injury, I never found Man that 

| knew how to live himſelf. Ere I would fay, I would 
drown my ſelf for the love of a Guinney-Hen, I would 

| change my Humanity with a Baboon.  _ | 
1 Nod, What ſhould I do, I confeſs it is my Shame to be 

| | ſo fond, but it is not in my Virtue to amend it. 

1 Lago. Virtue? a Fig, tis in our ſelves that we are thus 
or thus. Our Bodies are our Gardens, to the which our 
Wills are Gardiners. So that if we will plant Nettles, or 

| low Lettice ; ſet Hyſſop, and weed up Time; ſupply it 
| 

| 

| 


| with one gender of Herbs, or diſtract it with many; ei- 
ther have it ſteril with Idleneſs, or manured with Indu 
ſtry, why the Power and corrigible Authority of this lies 
in our Will. If the Peim of our Lives had not one 
Scale of Reaſon to poiſe another of Senſuality, the Blood 
and Baſeneſs of our Natures would conduct us to moſt 
prepoſterous Concluſions. But we have reaſon to cool 
our raging Motions, our carnal Stings, our unbitted Luſts; 
whereof I take this, that you call Love, to be a Sect, or 
SyEn © 0725; e 

Vo. It cannot bei m_— 

1 Jago. It is merely a Luſt of the Blood, and a Permiſſion 
of the Will. Come, be a Man: Drown thy ſelf? drown 
Cats and blind Puppies. I have profeſt me thy Friend, 

and I confeſs me knit to thy Deferving, with Cables of 
perdurable toughneſs. I could never better ſteed thee than 

4 ; now 
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now. Put Mony in thy Purſe; follow thou theſe Wars, 


defeat thy Favour with an uſurped Beard; I ſay, put 
Mony in thy Purſe. It cannot be that Deſdemona ſhould 


long continue her Love to the Moor. Put Mony' in 


thy Purſe nor he is to her. It was a violent Com- 
mencement in her, and thou ſhalt ſee an anſwerable Se- 


queſtration, but put Mony in thy Purſe. Theſe Moors are 


changeable in their Wills ; fill thy Purſe with Money. The 
Food that to him, now, is a luſcious as Locuſts, ſhall to 


him ſhortly be as bitter as Coloquintida. She muſt change 


for Youth ; when ſhe is fated with his Body, ſhe will 
find the Errors of her Choice. Therefore put Mony in 
thy Purſe. If thou wilt needs damn thy ſelf, do it a 
more delicate way than drowning. Make all the Mony 
thou canſt. If Sanctimony and a frail Vow betwixt an 
erring Barbarian and ſuper- ſubtle Venetian be not too hard 
for my Wits, and all the Tribe of Hell, thou ſhalt enjoy 
her; therefore make -Mony. A pox of drowning thy 


ſelf, it is clean out of the way. Seek thou rather to be 
hang'd in compaſſing thy Joy, than be drown'd, and go 


without her. 
Rod. Wilt thou be faſt to my Hopes, if I depend on 
the Iſſue? 1 
Iago. Thou art ſure of me: Go make Mony. I have 
told thee often, and I re- tell thee again and again, Ihate the 
Moor. My Cauſe is hearted; thine hath no leſs reaſon, 
Let us be conjunctive in our Revenge againſt him. If thou 
canit cuckold him, thou doſt thy ſelf a Pleaſure, and me a 
Sport. There are many Events in the Womb of 'Time, 
which will be delivered. Traverſe, go, provide thy Mo- 
ny. We will have more of this to Morrow. Adieu. 
Rod. Where ſhall we meet !th' morning? 
Jago. At my Lodging. | $5 
Rod. I'Il be with thee betimes. BETTS, 
lago. Go to, farewel. Do you hear, Rodorigo! : 
| Red. I'Il ell all my Land. [Exit. 
Jago. Thus do I ever make my Fool my Purſt; 


For | mine own gain'd Knowledge ſhould profane, 


If I ſhould Time expend with ſuch a Snipe, $ 
But for my Sport and Profit; I hate the Moor, 
e And 


” That he is too familiar with his Wiſe 
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And it is thought abroad, that twixt my Sheets 
He has done my Office. 1 know not if 't be true 
But I, for meer Suſpicion in that kind, 

Will do, as if for Surety. He holds me well! 
The better ſhall my Purpoſe work. on him; 

Caffio's a proper Man: Let me ſee now, 

To get this place, and to plume up my Will 


In double Knavery— How ? how ? — Let's _—_ 


After ſome time, to abuſe Ozhe/lo's Ear, 


He hath a Perſon, and a ſmooth Diſpoſe 

To be ſuſpefted ; fram'd to make Women falſe, 
The Moor is of a free and open Nature, 

That thinks Men honeſt, that but ſeem to be ſo, 
And will as tenderly be led by th' Noſe 

As Aſſes are; - 

I havt it is ingendred Hell and Ni ght 

Muſt * this monſtrous Birth to the World's * [Exit. 


”— ——_ 
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ACT U. SCENE L 
SCENE The Capital City of Cyprus, 


Enter Montano, and Gentlemen. 


Wont. THAT, from the Cape, can you diſcern at Sea? 


1 Gent. Nothing at all, it is a high wrought 


Flood; 
Ic cannot *twixt the Heavens and the Main 


Deſcry a Sail. 


Mont. Methinks the Wind hath ſpoke aloud at Land, 

A fuller blaſt ne'er ſhot our Battlements ; 

If it hath ruffan'd ſo upon the Sea, 

What Ribs of Oak, when Mountains melt on them, 

Can hold the Morties ! ? What ſhall we hear of this? 
2 Gent. A Segregation of the Turki/þ Fleet; 

For do but ftand upon the foaming Shore, 

Ie chiding Billows leem to pelt the Clouds, 


The 
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The wind-ſhak'd Surge, with high and monſtrous Main, 


Seems to caſt Water on the burning Bear, 


And quench the Guards of th' ever fixed Pole; 
I never did like moleſtation view | 
On the enchafed Flood. 

Mont. If that the Turki/þ Fleet 
Be not .inſhelter'd and embay'd, they are drown'd ; 
It is impoſſible to hear it out. 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

2 Gent. News, Lads; our Wars are done - 
The deſperate Tempeſt hath ſo bang'd the Turks, 
That their deſignment halts. A noble Ship o Venice 
Hath ſeen a grievous Wreck and Sufferance 


On moſt part of the Fleet. 


Mont. How is this true? cage. 

3 Gent. The Ship is here put in; a 7 eroneſſs Michaeft 
Lieutenant of the Warlike Moor, Othello, 

Is come on Shore; the Moor himſelf's at Sea, 
And is in full Commiſſion here for Cyprus. 

Mont. IJ am glad on't; tis a worth Governor. 

3 Cent. But this ſame Caſſto, though 4 ſpeak of gn. | 
Touching the Turki/p Loſs, yet he looks ſadly, 
And prays the Moor be ſaſe; for they were * 
With foul and violent Tempeſt. 

Mont. Pray Heav'ns he be: 
For I have ſerv'd him, and the Man commands 
Like a full ſoldier. Let's to the Sea: ſide, 1 
As well to ſee the Veſſel that comes in, | 
As to throw out our Eyes for brave Othellb, 
Even *till we make the Main and th Erial blue, .. 
An indiſtin& Regard. | | 

Gent. Come, let's do ſo; 


For every Minute 1s expeclancy 


Of more Arrivance. | | 3 

Enter Caſio. | 8 

Caſ. Thanks to the valiant of this warlike Iſle, | 

That ſo approve the Moor: Oh let the Heay' ns 
Give him Defence againſt the Elements, 

For J have loſt him on a dangerous Sea, 1 

Is he well ſhipp'd ? ac 
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Caf. His Bark is ſtoutly timber'd, and his Pilot 
Of very expert and approv'd Allowance ; 3 
Therefore my Hopes, not ſurfeited to Death, 
Stand in bold Cure. 

Within.) A Sail, a Sail, a Sail. 

Ca/. What Noiſe ? 

Gent, The Town is empty ; on the Brow o'th' Sea 
Stand Ranks of People, and they cry, a Sail. 

Caf. My Hopes do ſhape him for the Governor. 

Gent. They do diſcharge their Shot of canary to 
Our Friends at leaft. 

Caf. I pray you, Sir, go forth, 

And give us truth who tis that is arrived. 

Gent. I ſhall. | [Exit. 

Mont. But, good Lieutenant, is your General wiv'd 2 

Caf. Moſt fortunately, he hath atchiev'd a Maid 
That Paragons Deſcription, and wild Fame: 

One that excels the Quirks of blazoning Pens, T 

And in th' eſſential Veſture of Creation, „ 

Does bear all Excellency | G 
| Enter Gentleman. 

How now? who has put in? 

Gent. Tis one Jago, Ancient to the General. 

Ca/. H'as had moſt favourable and happy Speed; 
Tempeſts themſelves, high Seas, and howling Winds, 
The gutter'd Rocks, and congregated Sands, 

Taitors enſteep'd, to clog the guiltleſs Keel, 
As having Senſe of Beauty, do omit 
Their mortal Natures, letting ſafe go by 
The Divine De/demona. 

Mont. What is ſhe ? yd 

Caf. She that I ſpake of, our great Captain's Captain : oh 
| Left in the conduct of the bold Taco, Al 
Whoſe Footing here anticipates our Thoughts, 

A Sennight's Speed. Great Fowe, Othello guard! 
And ſwell his Sail with thine own powerful Breath, 
That he may bleſs this Bay with his tall Ship, 

Make loves quick pants in De/JYemona's Arms, Pl: 
Give renew'd Fire to our extinguifh'd Spirits, | 
And bring all Cyprus comfort— 
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Enter Deſdemona, Iago, Rodorigo, and Emilia. 
Oh behold! 
The Riches of the Ship is come on Shore: 
You Men of Cyprus, let her have your Knees. 
Hail to thee, Lady ! and the Grace of Heav'n, 
Before, behind thee, and on every Hand 
Enwheel thee round, 
De/. I thank you, valiant Caſſio, 
What Tidings can you tell me of my Lord ? 
Caſ. He is not yet arriv'd, nor know I aught 
But that he's well, and will be ſhort! y here, 
Deſ. Oh but I fear — how loſt you Company ? 
Caf. The great Contention of the Sea and Skies. 
Parted our Fellowſhip. But hark, a Sail! 
Within.) A Sail, a Sail. 
Gent. They give this precung to this Citadel : 
This likewiſe is a-Friend. 7 
Ca See for the News: | 
Good Ancient, you arewelcome Welcome, Miſtreſs. 
[Z Emilia. 


* 


Let it not gall your Patience, good Jago, 
That I extend my Manners. *Tis my Breeding 
That gives me this bold Shew of Courtely. 
s Jago. Sir, would ſhe give you ſo much of her Lips, 
As of her Tongue ſhe oft beſtows on me, 
You would have enough. 
Def. Alas ! ſhe has no Speech. 
Lago. In faith, too much; 
I find it fill, when I have li to ſleep 3 
Marry before your Ladyſhip, I grant, 
She puts her Tongue a little in her Heart, 
And chides with thinking. 
Anil. You have little cauſe to ſay ſo. [Doors, 
lago. Come on, come on; you are Pictures out of 
Bells in your Parlors, Wild-Cats in your Kitchins, 
Saints in your Injuries, Devils being offended, 
Players in your Huſwifery, and Huſwives in your Beds. 
De/. Oh, fy upon thee, Slanderer. 
Jago. Nay „it is true; or elſe Jam a Turk, 
7 You rife to play, and go to Bed to work. 
B Emil. 
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Emil. Yeu fhall not write my Praiſe. 8 
Jago. No, tet me not. . [me 1 
Deſ. What wouldſt write of me, if thou ſhould pri 8 
Iago. Oh gentle Lady, do not put me to't, 5 7 
For J am nothing, if not critical. 8 
De. Come on, Affay. There s one . to the Har- 5 
5 


bour 
Jago. Ay, Madam. ; 
De/. J am not merry; but I do beguile 
The thing I am, by ſeeming otherwiſe ; 
Come, how wouldit thou praiſe me? n 
Jago. 1 am about it, but indeed my Invention comes E 
from my Pate, as Birdlime does from Freeze, it plucks ( 
our Brains and all. But my Muſe labours, and thus ſhe 
is delivered. 7. 


If foe be fair and wiſe, Fase and Wit, 
The one's for uſe, the aber uſeth it. 
De/. Well prais d; how if the be black * —_ . r 
Jago. / 2 be black, and thereto habe a Wit, © I 


Shell find a White that ſhall her Blackneſs fit. f * 
Def Worſe and worſe, | y 
Anil, How if fair and fooliſh ? | | Ve 
Iago. She never yet vas foo 7% dn fair, £ 


For even her Folly helpt her to an Heir. 


de, Thee are” old fond Faradoxes, to make Fools EC 
laugh i'th' Alehouſe. What miſerable Praiſe haſt thou T 
for her that's foul and fooliſh ? | 


Iago. There's none fo foul and fooliſh ms 
But does 2 Pranks, which fair and wiſe ones do. 


Def.*Oh heavy Ignorance! thou praiſeſt the worft 
beſt. But what Praiſe couldſt thou beſtow on a de- 
ſerving Woman indeed? One, that in the Authority of 
her Merit, did juſtly put on the vouch of very Malice T 


= et. Tf 
Iago. She that avas ever fair, and never proud, M 
Had Tongue at will, and yet «vent newer loud. ; Al 
Newer lackt Gold, and yet was never gay. O. 
Fled from her Wiſh, and Jet ſaid, Now ] may ; = F* 
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She that being anger d, her Revenge being nigb, 
Bad her Wrong ſtay, and her Diſplea ſure fly, 
She that in Wiſdom never was fo frail 
To change the Cod"s Head for the Salmon's Tail; 
She that could think, and n&er diſcloſe her Minn, 
See Suitors "following, and not look behind; 
She wwas a Wight, (if ever ſuch IV; 2. were.) 

Def. To do what ? 

Iago. To ſaclle Fools, and chronicle ſmall Beer. 

Deſ. Oh moſt lame and impotent Concluſtion. Do 
not learn of him, AÆuilia, tho' he be thy Husband. 
How ſay you, Caffo, is he not a moſt profane and liberal 
Counſellor ?. | FT 

Caf. He ſpeaks home, Madam, you may reliſh him 
more in the Soldier, than in the Scholar. | 

Lago. ¶ Afde.) He takes her by the Palm; ay, well 
faid——whiſper— With as little a. Web as this will I in- 
« ſnare as great a Fly as Cafſio. Ay, ſmile upon her, do —— 
"I will give thee in thine own Courtſhip. You fay trre, 
tis ſo indeed If ſuch Tricks as theſe ſtrip you out of 
your Lieutenaney, it had been better you had not kiſs'd 
your three Fingers ſo oft, which now again you are 
moſt apt to play the Sir in. Very good — well kifsd 
and excellent Curteſy "tis fo indeed — Yet again 
your Fingers to your Lips? Would they were. 
Cliſterpipes for your ſake. 9 
The Moor; 1 know his — | 

Caſ. Tis truly ſo. 

Def. Let's meet him, and receive him. 

Caſ. Lo, where he comes ! 

Enter Othello, and Attendants, 

Oth. O my fair Warrior! 

Def. My dear Othello. 

Oh. It gives me wonder, great as my Content, 
To ſee you here before me. O my Soul's Joy ! 
Tf after every Tempeſt come ſuch Calms, 
May the Winds blow, 'till they have waken'd Death: 
And let the labouring Bark climb Hills of Seas 
Olympus high; and duck again as low 
As Hell's trom Heay'n. If I were now to die, 
| | Tm => »Twere 
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*Twere now to be moſt happy; for I fear 
My Soul hath her Content ſo abſolute, 
'That not another Comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown Fate. | 
De/. The Heav'n's forbid, 
But that our Loves and Comforts ſhould increaſe, 5 
Een as our Days do grow. i 
Oth. Amen to that, ſweet Powers! 0 
1 cannot ſpeak enough of this Content, 
It ſtops me here : It is too much of Joy, | 
And this, and this, the greateſt Diſcords be {Krug her. 
That e'er our Hearts ſhall make. 
Jago. Oh you are well tun'd now; but PII ſet down the 
Pegs that make this Muſick, as honeſt asI am. { Ara. 
Ozh. Come, let's to the Caſtle. | __ [drown'd. 


Now, Friends, eur Wars are done; the Turks are 


How does my old Acquaintance in this Iſle? 

Honey, you ſhall be well defir'd in Cyprus, 

I have found great Love amongſt them. O my Sweet, 
I prattle out of Faſhion, and I dote 

In mine own Comforts. I prithee, good ago, 

Go to the Bay, and diſembark my Coffers: 

Bring thou the Maſter to the Citadel, 

He is a good One, and his Worthineſß 


Does challenge much reſpect. Come, De/demona, 
Once more well met at Cyprus. 


[Zxeunt Othello and Deſdemona. 


Lago. Do you meet me preſently at the Harbour. Come 


thither, if thou be'ſt valiant ; as they ſay, baſe Men, be- 
ing in Love, have then a Nobility in- their Natures, more 
than 1s Native to them — It me; the Lieutenant to 


Night watches on the Court Guard. Firſt, I muſt tell 


thee this: De/demona is directly i in Love with him. 
Rod. With him? why tis not poſſible. | 
Tago. Lay thy Fingers thus; and let thy Soul the. 4 in- 
ſtructed. Mark me with what Violence ſhe lov'd the 


Moor, but for bragging, and telling her fantaſtical Lies. 


To love him ſtill for prating, let not thy diſcreet Heart 
think it. Her Eye muſt be fed. And what Delight ſhall 


ſhe 


— 
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Moor of VENICE. 2 
ſhe have to look on the Devil? When the Blood is made 
dull with the Act of Sport, there ſhould be a game to 
inflame it, and to give ſatiety a freſh Appetite ; Lovelineſs 
in favour, Sympathy in Years, Manners and Beauties ; 
All which the Moor is defective in. Now for want of 
theſe requir'd Conveniencies, her delicate tenderneſs will 
find it ſelf abus'd, begin to heave the gorge, diſreliſn and 
abhor the Moor; very Nature will inſtruct her in it, 
and compel her to ſome ſecond choice. Now, Sir, this 
granted, (as it is a moſt pregnant and unforc'd Poſition) 
who ſtands ſo eminent in the degree of this Fortune, as 
Caſſio does? a Knave very voluble ; no further Conſcio- 
nable, than in putting on the meer form of Civil and Hu- 
man ſeeming, for the better compaſſing of his Salt, and 
moſt hidden loofe Affection? Why none, Why none. A 
flippery and ſubtle Knave, a finder of Occafions ; that has 
an eye can ſtampand counterfeit Advantages, though true 
Advantage never preſent it ſelf. A Deviliſh Knave ! be- 
ſides, the Knave is handſome, young, and hath all thoſe 
Requiſites in him, that Folly and green Minds look after. 
A peſtilent complete Knave ! and the Woman hath found 
him already. Ts | 
Rad. I cannot believe that in her, ſhe's full of moſt 


- bleſs'd Condition. 


lago. Bleſs d Figs end. The Wine ſhe drinks is made 
of Grapes. If ſhe had been bleſs'd, ſhe would never have 
lov'd the M6or ! Bleſs'd Pudding. Didſt thou not ſee her 
paddle with the palm of his Hand? Didſt not mark that? 

Rod. Ves, that I did; but that was but Courteſy. 

Iago. Lechery, by this Hand; An Index and ob- 
ſcure Prologue to the Hiſtory of Luſt and foul Thoughts. 
They met ſo near with their Lips, that their Breaths 
embraced together. Villanous Thoughts, Rodorigo, when 
theſe Mutualities ſo marſhal the way, hard at hand 
comes the Maſter, and main Exercite, th' incorpo- 
rate Concluſion : Piſh ———— But, Sir, be you rul'd- 
by me. I have brought you from Venice. Watch you 
to Night; for the Command Tl lay't upon you. 
Cafio knows you not; I'll not be far from you. Do 
you find ſome Occaſion to anger Caſſio, either by ſpeak- 

| | D3 ing 
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ing too loud, or tainting his diſcipline, or from what o. 


ther courſe you pleaſe, Which the time ſhall more favour- 


ably miniſter. 

Rod. Well. 
Lage. Sir, he's raſh, and very ſudden in Choler : And 
happily may ſtrike at you. Provoke him that he may 3 
for even out of that wil! I cauſe thoſe of Cyprus to mutiny. 
Whoſe Qualification ſhal! come into no true Taſte again, 
but by diſplanting of Caſſio. So ſhall you have a ſorter 
journey to your Deſires, by the means I ſhall then have 
to prefer them. And the Impediments moſt profitably 


removed, without the which there were no at erer of 


our Proſperity. 
Rod. . will de _ if you can bring it to br d Oppor- 
tunit 
We 3 I warrant lege: Meet me by and by at the Cita- 
del. I muſt fetch his Neceſſaries aſhore. Farewel. 
Rod. Adieu. TE, 
Taro. That Caf/io loves her, I do well believe't: 
That the loves him, tis apt, and of great Credit. 
The Moor, howbeit that IT endure him not, 
Is of a conitant, loving, noble Nature, 
And I dare think, he'i prove to Deſdemona 
A moſt dear Husband, Now do love her too, 


Not out ef abſolute Luft, though peradventure 


J ſtand accountant for as great a Sin, 

But partly led to diet my Revenge, 

For that I do ſuſpect the luſty Moor 

Hath leapt into my Seat. The Thoughts wkereof, 
Doth, like a pois' nous Mineral, gnaw my In Wards ; 3 
And nothin ig can, or ſhall content my Soul 

Till I ameven'd with him, Wife for Wife 

Or failing fo, yet that 1 put the Mo. > 

At leaſt into a Jealouſy fo wes 3 

That Judgment cannot cure hich thing to do, 
I this poor Traſ of Venice, whom I trace 

For his quick hunting, Rand the putting on, 

PH have our Michael C/o on the hip. 

Abaſe him tothe Moor in the right garh, 


F or I fear Cali o with my N:gitt-cap too, 5 
Make 
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Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me, 
For making him egregiouſly an Aſs, 
And practiſing upon his Peace and Quiet, 

Even to madneſs. Tis here but yet confus'd, 
Knaveries plain Face is never ſeen till us'd (Ext, 
Enter Herald, with a Proclamation. 

Her. It is Otbellb's pleaſure, our Noble and Vailant Ge- 
neral; that upon certain Tidings now arriv'd, importing 
the merePerdition of the Tyrk//p Fleet, every Man put him- 
ſelf into Triumph. Some to dance, ſome to make Bone- 
fires, each Man to what Sport and Revels his mind 
leads him. For beſides this beneficial News, it is the Ce- 
lebration of his Nuptials. So much was his pleaſure fhould 
be proclaimed. All Offices are open, and there is full 
liberty of Feaſting, from this preſent hour of Five, till 
the Bell have tolPd eleven. 

Bleſs the Iſle of Cyrus, and our noble General Orgel. 
| Exit. 
Rater Othello, Deſdemona, Caſſio, and nas 

Oth. Good Michael, look you to the Guard to vicht. 
Let's teach our ſelves that honourable ſtop, 

Not to out- ſport Diſcretion. 

Caſ. Iago hath direction what to do: 

But notwithſt landing with 1 perſonal Eye 
Will I look to't, 

Oh. Iago is moſt honeſt: _ | | 
Michael, good Night. To morrow wx your earlieſt, 
Let me have f peech with you. Come, my dear Love, 
The Purchaſe made, the Fruits are to enfue, 

That Profit's yet to come *ween me and you. 
Good Night. [Ext 
Eater Jago. 

Caſ. Welcome, Jago: We muſt to the Watch. 

Tago. Not this hour, Lieutenant: Tis not yet ten 0! 
th' Clock. Our General caſt us thus early for the love 
of his Deſdemona: Whom let us not therefore blame; 
he hath not yet made wanton the Night with her: And 
ſhe is ſport for Fove. | 
Caſ. She's a moſt exquiſite Lady. 
lago. And I'Il warrant her full of Game. 

B 4 1 
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Caj. Indeed ſhe's a moſt freſh and delicate ne T. 
Jago. What an Eye ſhe has? 

Methinks it ſounds a Parley to Provocation. | If 
Caſ. An inviting Eye | : M 

And yet m@thinks right modeſt. 
lago. And when ſhe ſpeaks, 

Is it not an Alarum to Love ? an 
Caſ. She is indeed Perfection. | ; 
Jago, Well, Happineſs to their Sheets: Come, Lien- 

tenant, I have a ſtoop of Wine, and here without are a 

brace of Cyprus Gallants, that would fain have a meaſure 

to the Health of black Ozhelb. 

Caf. Not to night, good Jago: I have very poor 

and unhappy Brains for drinking. I could well wiſh Cour- 8 

teſy would invent ſome other cuſtom of Entertainment. 
Jago. Oh, they are our Friends: But one Cup I'll 

drink for you. 1. * 
Caſ. I have drunk but one Cup to night, and that was 

craftily qualified too: And behold what Innovation it = 

makes here. I am unfortunate in the Infirmity, and 

dare not task my weakneſs with any more. 
lage. What, Man ? tis a Night of Revels, the Gal. I © 


lants deſire it. 2 
Caſ. Where are they? E 
Jago. Here at the Door; I pray you call them in. 

Caſ. I'll do't, but it diſlikes me. [Exit Caſſio. 


Lago. If I can faſten but one Cup upon him, 
With that which he hath drunk to night already. 
He'll be as full of Quarrel, and Offence, 
As my young Miſtreſs's Dog. 
Now, my fick Fool, Rodorigo, 
Whom Love hath turn'd almoſt the wrong ſide out. 
To De/demona hath to Night carous'd, 
Potations, pottle deep; and he's to watch. - 
Three lads of Cyprus, noble ſwelling Spirits, 
That hold their Honours in a wary diſtance, 
The very Elements of this Warlike Iſle, 
Have I to night fluſtred with flowing Cups, | 
And they watch too. Now mongſt this flock of Drunkards, 
Am I to o put our Caſio in ſome Action 
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That may offend the Iſle. But here they come. 
Enter Caſſio, Montano, and Gentlemen. 
If Conſequence doth but approve my Dream, 
My Boat fails freely, both with Wind and Stream. 
Caſ. *Fore Heav'n, they have given me a rouſe already. 
Mon. Good faith, a little one: Not paſt a Pint, as E 
am Soldier. 
Lago. Some Wine, ho! [Iago orgs, 
And let me the Canahkin (link, clink, | 
And let me the Canakin clink, 
A Soldier's a Man ; Oh Man- s * s but a Span, 
Why then let a Soldier int. 


Some Wine, Boys. 

Caf. Fore Heav'n, an excellent Song. 

Iago. I learn'd it in England: Where indeed they are 
moſt potent in Potting. Vour Dane, your German, and 
"your ſwag - bellied Hollander- - drink ho are 
nothing to your Egli. 

Caf. Is your Engliſoman ſo exquiſite i in his drinking : 

Iago. Why, he drinks you, with facility, your Dans 
dead Drunk. He ſweats. not to overthrow your A. 
main. He gives your Hollander a Vomit, ere the next: 

Pottle can be fill'd. 

Cafe. To the Health of bur General. 

Mon. I am for it, Lieutenant: And P11 do you Juſtice: 

Ago. Oh ſweet E gland. 


King Stephen vas and-a RES Peer. 

His Breeches coft him but a Crbaun, 

He held them Sixpence all too dear, ; 
With that he cal d the Taylor Lown :- 


He was a Wight of high Renown, 
And theu art but of” leb degree: 

'Tis. Pride that pulls the Country down, 
And take thy awl'd Choke about thee. 


Some Wine ho. 
2 Why this is a more exquiſite Seng than ie 
er 
Jago, Will you heart again?. 
B. 5 d Cf... 
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Ca/. No, fer I hold him to be unworthy of his Place, 
that does thoſe things. Well — Heaven's above 


al! ; and there be Souls that muſt be ſa ved, and there be 


Sculs mult not be ſaved. 

Lago. It's true, good Lieutenant. 

Caf. For mine own part, no Offence to the Gene- 
ral, nor any Man of Quality ; I hope to be faved. 

Lago. And ſo do I too, Leutenant. 

C. Ay, but, by your leave, not before me. The Liew 
tenant is to be faved before the Ancient. Let's have no 
more of this; let's to our Affairs. Forgive our Sins 
' Gentlemen, let's look te our Buſineſs. Do not think, Gen- 
tlemen, I am drunk : This is my Antient, this is my right 
Hand, and this is my left. I am not drunk now ; I can 
ſand well enough, and I ſpeak well enough. 

Gem. Excellent well. 


Caf. Why, very well then : You muſt not think then ; 


* 1 am drunk. LExzt. 
en. To the Platform, Maſters, come, let's ſee the 
ee 


Lago. You fee this Fellow that is gone before, 
He is a Soldier, fit to ſtand by Cæſar, 
And give Direction. And do but ſee his Vice, 
'Tis to his Virtues a juſt Equinox, 
The one as long as th” other. *Tis pity of him 
feat the I ruſt Oshelio puts him in, 
On ſome odd time of his Infirmity, 
Will ſhake this Iſland. 
Alon. an is he often thus ? 
Iago. Lis evermore his Prologue to his Sleep. 
fel watch the Horoicgue a Couble Set, 
It Drink rcek nct his Cradle, b 
Mon. It were well | | 
The Gcneral were prt in mind of it: 
Perhapes te ſees it not; or his good-nature 
Prizes tlie Virtue that appears in Caſſio, 
And looks not on his Exils; Is not this true? 
Enter Redorigo. 
Iago. How now, Radbr zo! \ | 
I pray you, aſter the Lieutenant, go. FExit Rod. 
| Mont. 
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Man. And tis great pity that the noble Moor 

Should hazard ſuch a Place as his own- Second, 

With one of an ingraft Infirmity; 

It were an honeſt Action, to ſay ſo 

To the Moor. 

Lago. Not 1, for this bite Ifland ; | 
I do love Caf/ia well, and would do rn 19 
To cure him of this Evil. But hark, what Noiſe ? 
Enter Caſſio purſuing Rodorigo. 
Caſ. Vou Rogue; you Raſcal 
Mon: What's the matter, Lieutenant? 5 

. Caſ. A Knave teach me my Duty? Þ'll beat the 

t Knave into a e 0 Bottle. 

n Rod. Beat me 
Caſ. Doſt thou prate, Aint ? | | 
Mon. Nay, good Lieutenanant; [Staying him. 

I pray you, Sir, hold your Hand. | 

* Caſ. Let me go, Sir, or I'll know you o'er the Mazzard. 

Mon. Come, come, you're drunk. 
Caſ. Drunk? — [They febe.. 
Lago. Away I ſay, go out and cry a Mutiny. 
Exit Rodorigo. 
Nay, good Lieutenant Alas, Gentlemen 
Heip ho- Lieutenant Sir Montan 
Help Maſters! Here's a goodly Watch indeed 
Who's that which rings the Bell Diablo, ho ! 
| | [Bell rings. 


Se. 


The Town will: "BY; fy, Lieutenant ! hold : 
You will be ſham'd for ever. 
Enter Othello, and Attendants. 
Oth. What is the matter here? 
Mon. I bleed fill, I am hurt, but not to th' Death. 
Otb. Hold, tor your Lives. 
Iago. Hold ho! Lieutenant — Sir . 
1 you forgot all place of ſenſe and Duty? [man. 
zold, The General {peaks to you — liold for ſhame 
Oth. Why how now ho ? from whence ariſeth this? 
Are we turn'd Turks ? and to our {elves do that 
Which Heav'n hath forbid the Oztomzrtes ? 
For Chriſtian Shame, put by this barbarous Brawl; _ 


wa. VIE IF. 
£ > s 


And Ke that 1 is approv'd in this Offence, 
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He that ſtirs next to carve for his own Rage, 
Holds his Soul right: He dies upon his Motion. 
Silence that dreadful Bell, it frights the Iſie 
From her propriety. What is the matter, Maſters ? 
Honeſt Jago, that looks dead with grieving, 
Speak; Who began this? On thy Love I charge thee. 
age. I do not know ; Friends all, but now, even now | 
In Quarter, and in terms like Bride and Groom 
Diveſting them for Bed ; and then, but now 
As if ſome Planet had W Men, 
Sword out, and tilting one at other's Breaſts, +» 
In Oppoſition bloody. I cannot ſpeak. 
Any begirning to this peeviſh Odds. 
And would in Action glorious, I had loſt 
Thoſe Legs that brought me to a part of it. 


Oth. How comes it, Michael, you are thus forgot? 


Caf. I pray you pardon me, I cannot ſpeak. 

Oth. Worthy Montane, you were wont to be civil: 
The gravity and ſtillneſs of your Youth 
The World hath noted. And your Name is great 
In Mouths of wiſeſt cenſure. What's the matter, 
'That you unlace your Reputation thus, 
And ſpend your rich Opinion, for the Name 
Of a Night-brawler ? give me anſwer to it. 

Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to Davger ; 5 
Your Officer, Jago, can inform you, 


While I ſpare Speech, which ſomething now offends me, 


Of all that I do know, nor know I ought. 
By me that's ſaid or done amiſs this Night, 
Unleſs Self-Charity be {ſometimes a Vice, 

Ard to defend our ſelves it be a Sin, 


' -- *When Violence aſſails us. - 


Orth. Now, by Heav'n, 
My Blood begins my fafer Guides to rule, 
And Paſſion, having my beſt Judgement choler'd, 
Aſſays to lead the way. If I once fiir, 
Ordo but lift this Arm, the beſt of you 
Shall fink in my Rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foul Rout began? who ſet it on? 
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Tho' he had twinn'd with me, both at a Birth, 
Shall loſe me. What, ina Town of War, 
Yet wild, the People's Hearts brim-ful of fear, 
To manage private and domeſtick Quarrel ? 
In Night, and on the Court of Guard'and Safety ? 
Tis monſtrous. Jago, who began't ? 
Mon. If partially affin'd, or league in Office, 
Thou doft deliver more or leſs than Truth, 
Thou art no Soldier. 

ago. Touch me not ſo near: 
J had rather have this Tongue cut from my mouth, 
Than it ſhould do offence to Michael Caſſio: 
Yet I perſwade my ſelf, to ſpeak ſo the Truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. Thus it is, General :. 
Montano and my ſelf being in Speech, 
There comes a Fellow, crying out for help, 
And Caſſio following him with determin'd Sword, 
To execute upon him. Sir, this Gentleman 
Steps in to Caſſio, and intreats his pauſe; 
My ſelf the crying Fellow did purſue ; 
Leſt by his Clamour, as it ſo fell out, | 
The Town might fall in fright. He, ſwiſt of Foot, 
Qut-ran my purpoſe : And I return'd, the rather 
For that I heard the clink, and fall of Swords, 
And Caſſio high in Oath : which *till to-night 
IT ne'er might ſay before. When I came back, 
For this was brief, I found them cloſe together 
At blow, and thruſt, even as again they were 
When you your ſelf did part them. 
More of this matter cannot I report. 
But Men are Men; the beſt ſometimes forget; 
Tho“ Cao did ſome little wrong to him, 
As men in rage ſtrike thoſe that wiſh them beſt, 
Yet ſurely, Caffo, I believe, receiv'd | 
From. him that fled, ſome ftrange Indignity, 
Which Patience could nor paſs. f 

Othb. I know, Jago, 
Thy Honeſty and Love doth mince this matter, 
Making it light to Cao. Caſſio, I love thee, 
But never more be Officer of mine. 


Enter 
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Enter Deſdemona attended. 

Lot if my gentle Love be not rais'd up : 
I'il make thee an Example. 

Def. What's the matter, Dear? 

Otbh. All's well, Sweeting ; 
Come away to Bed. Sir, for your hurts, 
My ſelf will be your Surgeon. Lead him off: 
Tago, look with care about the Town, 
And filence thoſe whom this vile brawl diſtracted. 
Come, Deſade mona, tis the Soldiers Liſe, 
To have their balmy Slumbers wWak d with their Strife. [ Ex. 

Manent Iago and Callio. 

Jago. What, are you hurt, Lieutenant? 

Caſ. Ay, paſt all Surgery. 

Jago. Marry, Heav'n forbid. 


Caf. Reputation, Reputation, Reputation ! Oh TI "Wi $ 


Joſt my Reputation! I have loſt the immortal part of my 
ſelf, and what remains is beſtial. MY em Lago, 
my Reputation 
Lago. As Jam an honeſt man, I had thought you had 
receiv d ſome bodily Wound ; there is more Senſe in that 
than in Reputation. Reputation is an idle, and moſt 


falſe Impoſition; oft got without merit, and loſt without 


deſerving. Vou have loſt no Reputation at all, unleſs 
vou repute your ſelf ſuch a loſer, What Man 
there are more ways to recover the General a gain. You 
are but now caft in his mood, a Puniſhment more in Po- 
licy, than in Malice; even ſo as one would beat his 
offenceleſs Dog to affright an imperious Lion. Sue to 
him again, and he's yours. 

Caf. I will rather ſue to be deſpis'd, than to deceive ſo 
good a Commander, with ſo flight, ſo drunken, and fo 
indiſcreet an Officer. Drunk, and ſpeak ? Parrot, and 
ſquabble? ſwagger? ſwear ? and diſcourſe Fuſtion with 
one's own Shadow? O thou inviſible Spirit of Wine ! if 
_ hait no Name to be known by, let us call thee 

evil. 


Iago. What was he that you follow'd with your Sword ? 


What had he done to you? ? 
Ca. 
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Caf. I know not. 

Lago. Is't poſiible ? | 

Caf. I remember a maſs of things, but nothing diſ- 
tinctly: a Quarrel, but nothing wherefore. Oh, that 
Men ſhould put an Enemy into their mouths, to ſteal 
away their Brains ? that we ſhould with joy, pleaſance, 
reve] and applauſe, transform ourſelves into Beaits. 

ago. Why, but you are now well enough: how came 
you thus recover'd ? 

Caſ. It hath pleaſed the Devil. Drunkenneſs, to 
give place to the Devil, Wrath; one unperfectneſs ſhews 
me another, to make me frankly deſpiſe my ſelf. | 

Lago. Come, you are too ſevere a moraller. As the 
Time, the Place, and the condition of this _— 
ſtands, I could heartily wiſh this had not befala : 
ſince it is as it is, mend it for your own Good. 

Caf. L will ask him for my Place again, he ſhall tell 
me, lama Drunkard ? Had I as many mouths as Hydra,, 
ſuch an anſwer would ſtop them all. To be now a ſenſi- 
ble man, by and by a Fool, and preſently a Beaſt. Oh 
ſtrange! every inordinate cup is unbleſs d, and the In- 
gredient is a Devil. 

Iago. Come, come, goed Wine is a good familiar 
creature, if it be well us'd: Exclaim no more againſt 
it. And, good 4 1 think, you think I love 

ou. 
5 Caf. J have well nor it, Sir: I drunk! 

Jago. Vou, or any man living, may be drunk at fome 
time, man. I tel} you what you ſhall do: Our Gene- 
ral's Wife is now the General. I may ſay fo, in this 
reſpect, for that he hath devoted, and given up him- 
ſelt to the contemplation, mark, and devotement of 
her Parts and Graces. Confeſs your ſelf freely to her: 
importune her help, to put you in your Place again. 
She is of fo free, ſo kind, ſo apt, ſo bkſſed a Diſpo- 
ſition, ſhe holds it a Vice in her Goodneſs, not to do 
more than ſhe is requelted. This broken Joint between 
you and her Husband, intreat her to ſplinter. And my 
Fortunes againſt any lay worth naming, this crack of 
your Love ſhall grow a than it was before. 


Caf. 


Th' inclining Deſde mona to ſubdue 


Directly to his Good? Divinity of Hell, 
They do ſuggeſt at firſt with hea 
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Caf, You adviſe me well. 

Lago. I proteſt in the ſincerity of Love, and noneſt 
Kindnefs. 

Caſ. I think it freely: and betimes in the Morning, 
I will beſeech the virtuous De/Zemma to undertake for 
me: I am deſperate of my Fortunes if they check me. 

Jago. You are in the right: Good night, Lieutenant, 
I muſt to the Watch. 

Caſ. Good Night, honeſt Jago. 1 Caſſio. 

lago. And what's he then, that ſays I play the Villain? 
When this Advice is free I give, and honeſt, 
Probable to thinking, and indeed the Courſe- 
To win the Moor again. For 'tis moſt eaſy, 
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In any honeſt Suit. She's fram'd as fruitful 

As the free Elements. And then for her £ 
To win the Moor, were't to renounce his Baptiſm,, 
All Seals and Symbols of redeemed Sin, {reg 
His Soul is ſo infetter'd to her Love, 

That ſhe may make, unmake, do what ſhe lit, 

Even as her Appetite ſhall play the God 

With his weak Function. How am I thena Villain,, 
To counſel Caſſio to this parallel courſe, 


9 
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When Devils will their blackeſt Sins put on, 
ly Shews,, 
As I do now. For while this honeſt Fool 
Plies Deſdemona, to repair his Fortune, 


And ſhe for him pleads ſtrongly to the Moor, 


_ Fill pour this Peſtilence into his Ear, 


That ſhe repeals him for ber Body's Luft: 


And by how much ſhe ſtrives to do him good, . C 


She ſhall undo her Credit with the Moor. 
So will I turn ker Virtue into Pitch, | rc 
And out of her own Goodneſs make the Net, 
That ſhail enmaſh them all. | in 
How now, Rodorigo? 
Enter Rodorigo. 
Red. I do follow here in the Chace, not like a Hound 
that hunts, but one that fills up the Cry. My Money is al- 
| moſt. 


q 
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moſt ſpent? I have been to-night exceedingly well cud- 
gelled ; and I think the Iſſue will be, I fhall have fo 
much Experience for my Pains; and ſo with no Money 
at all, and a little more Wit, return again to Venice. 

Tago. How poor are they that have not Patience ? 
What wound did ever heal but by Degrees ? 
Thou know'ſt, we work by Wit and not by Witchcraft ; 
And wit depends on dilatory time : ; 
Does't not go well? Caſſio hath beaten thee, 
And thou by that ſmall hurt hath caſhier'd Cafe : 
| Tho! other things grow fair againſt the Sun, 
Yet Fruits that bloſſom firſt, will firſt be ripe : 
Content thy ſelf a while. In troth 'tis morning; 
Pleaſure and Action make the Hours ſeem ſhort. 
Retire thee ; go where thou art billetted : 
Away, I ſay, thou ſhalt know more hereafter : 
. Nay, get thee gone. [Exit Rodorigo, 
Two things are to be done ; | 
My Wife muſt move for Caſſio to her Miſtreſs : 
I'll ſet her on my ſelf a while, to draw the Moor apart, 
And bring him jump, when he may Ca/7 find 
Soliciting his Wife : ay, that's the way : 
Dull not * Ac coldneſs and delay. [Extt. . 


ACT HII. SCENE I. 


SCENE Othello's Palace. 


Enter Caſſio, Muſicians, and Clown. 


Caſ. Afﬀers, play here, Iwill content your Pains, 
M Something that's brief; and bid good Mor- 
row, General. 
Chaun. Why, Maſters, have your Inſtruments been 
in Naples, that they ſpeak i'th' Noiſe thus? 
Muſ. How, Sir, how? . 
Clhwn. Are theſe,” I pray you, Wind Inftruments ? 
Ma. AY, marry are my > 
Cbovun 
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Clraun. Oh, thereby hangs a Tale. 

Mu hereby hangs a Tale, Sir.? | 

Chan. Marry, Sir, by many a Wind Inſtrument that 
IJ know. But, maſters, here's money for you: and the 
General ſo likes your muſick, that he deſires you for 
Love's fake to make no Noiſe with it. 

Ma. Well, Sir, we will not. 

Chwn. If you have any muſick that may not be heard, 
to't again. But, as they ſay, to hear muſick, the Gene- 
ral does not greatly care. 5 

Muſ. We have none ſuch, Sir. 
 _Clwn. Then put up your Pipes in your Bag, for I'll 

away. Go, vaniſh into Air, away. [Exit Muſ. 
Ca). Doſt thou hear ne, mine honeſt Friend? 
Clown. No, I hear not your honeſt Friend; I hear you. 


Ca/. Prithee, keep up thy Quillets, there's a poor piece 


of Gold for thee : If the Gentlewoman that attends the 
General's Wife be ſtirring, tell her there is one Caſſio in- 
treats of her a little favour of Speech. Wilt thou do this? 
Chwn. She is ſtirring, Sir, if the will ſtir hither, I 1 
ſhall ſeem to notify unto her. [Exit Clown. 
Caſ. Do my good Friend. 
Euter Iago. | 
In happy time Lago. 2 
Lago. You have not been a bed then?! 
Caſ. Why, no; the Day had broke before we parted.” 
J have made bold, Jago, to ſend in to your Wife; 
My ſuit to her is, that ſhe will to virtuous Dejdemona 
Procure me {ome acceſs. _ 
Jago. I'II fend her to you preſently : 
And I'Il deviſe a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your converſe and buſineſs. 


May be more freee. (Exit. 


Caf. I humbly thank you for't. I never knew 

A Hlorentiue more kind and honeſt. 
Enter Æmilia 

Emil. Good morrow, good Lieutenant, I am ſorry 
For your Diſpleaſure; but all will, fur-; be well. 
The General and his Wife are talking of it: 
And ſhe ſpeaks for you ſtoutly. The Moor replies, 1 | 

t 
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That he you hurt is of great Fame in Cyprus, 
And great Affinity; and that in wholſom Wiſdom 
He might not but refuſe you. But he proteſts he loves you, 
And needs no other Suitor but his likings, 
To bring yeu in again. 
Caſ. Yet, I beſeech you, 
If you think fit, or that it may be done, 
Give me Advantage of ſome brief Diſcourſe 
With Deſdemona alone. | 
Emil. Pray, come in; 
I will beſtow you where you ſhall have time 
To ſpeak your Boſom freel-. 
Caf. I am much bound to you. | [Exeunt. 
Enter Othello, Iago, and Gentlemen. 
Oth. Theſe Letters give, Jago, to the Pilot, 
And by him do my Duties to the Senate; 
That done, I will be walking on the Works, 
Repair there to me. 
ago. Well, my good Lord, III do't. | 
Oh, This Fortification, Gentlemen, ſhall we ſee't ? 
Gent. We'll wait upon your Lordſhip. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. An Apartment. 


Enter Deſdemona, Caſſio, and Emilia. 

Def. Be thou aſſur d, good Caffe, I will do 
All my Abilities in thy behalf. 
Amil. Good Madam, do- 
J warrant it grieves my Huſband, 
As if the Cauſe were his. 

De/. Oh that's an honeſt Fellow; do not doubt, Caffe, 
But I will have my Lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. 

Caf. Moſt bounteous Madam, 
Whatever ſhall become of Michael Cafes, 
He's never any thing but your true Servant. 

Def. I know't, I thank you; you do love my Lord, 
You have known him long, and be you well aſſur'd, 
He ſhall in ſtrangeneſs ſtand no farther off, | 


Than 1 in a politick diſtance. 
Cay. 
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Caſ. Ay, but Lady, 
That Policy may either laſt ſo long, 
Or feed upon ſuch nice and wateriſh Diet, | 
Or breed it ſelf fo out of Circumſtances, Tb Tt 
That I being abſent, and my place ſupply'd, | Te 
My General will forget my Love and Service. 
De/. Do not doubt that; before AÆAmilia here, 
J give thee Warrant of thy place. Aſſure thee, 
If I do vow a Friendſhip, I'll perform it 
To the laſt Article. My Lord ſhall never reſt, 
Fil watch him tame, and talk him out of Patience; 
His Bed ſhall ſeem a School, his Board a Shrift, 
Till intermingle every thing he do's | 
With Caſſib's ſuit: Therefore be merry, Caſſio, 
For thy Sollicitor ſhall rather die, O 
Than give thy Cauſe away. I 
Enter Othello and Iago. E 
Emil. Madam, here comes my Lord. A 
Caf. Madam, Pl take my leave. (S 
Def. Why ſtay, and hear me ſpeak. | C 
Caſ. Madam, not now, I am very ill at eaſe, 1 
Wl 
V 
8 
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I 
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Unfit for mine own purpoſes. : 
Deſ. Well, do your Diſcretion. [Exit Caſſio. 
Jago. Hah ? I like not that. 5 A 
Oth. What doſt thou ſay? | 
Jago. Nothing, my Lord; or if—T know not what. 
Oth. Was not that Caffio parted from my Wife? 
lago. Caſſio, my Lord? No ſure, I cannot think it, 

That he would ſteal away ſo guilty-like, | 

Seeing you coming. | | 
Oth. I do believe 'twas he. F | 
De/. How now, my Lord; | , 

T have been talking with a Suitor here. | ( 

A Man that languiſhes in your Diſpleaſure. — 

a 
; 


Oh. Who is't you mean? | 
De/. Why yeur Lieutenant Caſſio. Good, my Lord, 
If I have any Grace, or Power to move you, 
His preſent reconciliation take. | 
Fer if he be not one that truly loves you, 
That errs in Ignorance, and not in Cunning, 
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T have no Judgment in an honeſt Face. 
I prithee call him back. 
Oh. Went he hence now? 
Deſ. Tn ſooth, ſo humbled, 
That he hath leſt part of his Grief with me 
To ſuffer with him. Good Love, call him back. 
O:h. Not now, ſweet Deſdemona, ſome other time. 
De/. But ſhall't be ſhortly ? 
Oth. The ſooner, Sweet, for you. 
De/. ShalPt be to Night, at Supper? 
Oh. No, not to Night. 
Deſ. To morrow Dinner then? 
Orth. I ſhall not dine at home: 
J meet the Captains at the Citadel. 
De: Why then to morrow Night, on Tueſday Morn, 
On Tueſday Noon, or Night, on Weaneſday Morn. 
1 prithee name the Time, but let it not 
Exceed three Days ; in Faith he's Penitent : 
And yet his treſpaſs, in our common Reaſon, | 
(Save that they ſay the Wars muſt make Example, 1 
Out of their beſt,) is not almoſt a Fault 
T'incur a private check. When ſhall he come? 
Tell me, Othello. I wonder in my Soul 
What you would aſk me, that I would deny, 
Or ſtand ſo mutt'ring on? What? Michael Caſfro ! 0 | 
That came a wooing with you, and ſo many a Late, 
When J have ſpoke of you diſpraiſingly 
Hath ta'en your part, to have ſo much to do 
To bring him in? Truft me, I could do much 
0th. Prithee no more, let him come when he will, 
I will deny thee nothing. 
De/. Why, this is not a Boon ; 
"Tis as I ſhould entreat you wear your Gloves, 
Or feed on nouriſhing meats, or keep you warm 3 
Or ſue to you, to do a peculiar Profit 
To your Perſon. Nay, when J have ſat, 
Wherein I mean to touch your Love indeed, 
it ſhall be full of Poize, and difficult weight, 
And fearful to be Om | 
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Oth. I will deny thee nothing. 
Whereon I do beſeech thee, grant me this, 
To leave me but a little to my ſelf. 
Def. Shall I deny you? No: Farewel, my Lord. 
Oth. Farewel, my De/demona, I'll come to thee ſtraight. 
Def. Emilia, come; be as your Fancies teach you : 
Whate'er you be, I am obedient. Tui. 
Oth. Excellent Wretch! Perdition catch my Soul, 
But I do love thee ; and when I love thee not, 
Chaos 1s come again. 
Jago. My noble Lord. 
Orth. What doit thou ſay, Jago? 
Tago. Did Michael Caſſio, 
When you woo'd my Lady, know of your Love ? 
Oth. He did from firſt to laſt. 
Why doſt thou aſk ? 
Iago. But for a Satisfaction of my Thought, 
No further harm. 4 
Orth. Why of thy thought, Jago? 
Jago. I did not think he had been acquainted with it. 
O:h. O yes, and went between us very oft. 
Jago. Indeed! 
Orth. Indeed ! Ay, indeed, Diſcern'ſt thou ought of that? 
Js he not honeſt? _ 
ago. Honeſt, my Lord? 
Och. Honeſt? Ay, Honeſt. 
Jago. My Lord, for ought I know. 
065. What doſt thou think ? 
lago. Think, my Lord !— 
Oth. Think, my Lord! Alas, thou echo'ſt me; - 
As if there were ſome Monſter in thy thought 
Too hideous to be ſhewn. Thou doit mean ſomething 
I heard thee ſay even now, thou lik'ſt not that —- 
When Caſſio left my Wife. What did'ſt not like ? 
And when I told thee, he was of my Counſel, 
Of my whole courſe of wooing ; thou cried'it, indeed ? 
And didſt contract and purſe thy Brow together; ; 
As if thou then hadſt ſhut up in thy Brain 
Some horrible Conceits : If thou doſt love me 
Shew me thy thought, 
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Tago. My Lord, you know I love you. 

Oh. I think thou doſt: 
And for I know thou'rt full of Love and Honeſty: 
And weigh'ſ thy Words before thou giv'ſt them Breath, 
Therefore theſe ſtops of thine fright me the more- 
For ſuch things, in a falſe drfloyal Knave, 
Are tricks of Cuſtom ; but in a Man that's juſt, 
They're cold Dilations working from the Heart, 
That Paſſion cannot rule. 

lago, For Michael Caſſio, 
I dare be ſworn, I think, that he is 1 

Otb. I think ſo too. 

lago Men ſhould be what they ſeem. 
Or thoſe that be not, would they might ſeem none. 

 Oih. Certain Men ſhould be what they ſeem, - 

Jago. Why, then, I think Caſſios an honeſt Man. 

Oth. Nay, yet there's more in this, 

I pray thee ; ſpeak to me as to my thinkings, 

As thou doſt ruminate, and give thy worſt of Thoughts 
The worſt of Words. | 

Jago. Good, my Lord, pardon me, 
I am not bound to every AR of Duty, 
I am not bound to that, all Slaves are free to ; | 
Utter my Thoughts! Why ſay they are vile and falſe ; 
As where's that Palace, whereunto foul things 
Sometimes intrude not ? who has that Breaſt ſo pure, 
But ſome uncleanly Apprehenfions 
Keep Leets, and Law-days, and in Seſſions fit 
With Medications lawful ? | 
Orth. Thou doſt conſpire againf thy Friend, fink 

If thou but think'ſt him wrong'd, and mak'ſt his * 
A Stranger to thy Thoughts. 

Iago I do beſeech you, — 
Though I. perchance am vicious in my Gueſs, 
(As J confeſs it is my Nature's Plague 
To ſpy into Abuſes, and oft my Jealouſy 
Shapes Faults that are not,) that your Wiſdom, 
From one that ſo imperfectly conceits, 

Would take no.Notice, nor build your ſelf a T 
Out of his Scattering, and unſure Obſervance ; 


It 
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It were not for your Quiet, nor for your Good, 

Nor for my Manhood, Honeſty and Wiſdom, 

To let you know my Thoughts. | 
Oth. What doſt thou mean? 

Tago. Good Name in Man and Woman, dear my Lord, 

Is the immediate Jewel of their Souls; 

Who e's my Purſe, fteals traſh, 'tis ſomething, no- 

thing 3 

'Twas mine, tis his, and 5 been Slave to thouſands; 

But he that filches from me my good Name, 

Robs me of that, which not enriches him, 

And makes me poor indeed. 
Oab. I'll know thy Thoughts 
Jago. You cannot, if my Heart were in your Hand ; 

Nor ſhall not, whilſt tis in my Cuſtody. 

O:h. Ha 
lago. Oh, beware, my Lord, of Jealouſy, 

Tt is the green-ey'd Monſter, which doth mock 

The Meat it feeds on. That Cuckold lives in Bliſs, 

Who, certain of his Fate, loves not his Wronger ; 3 

But oh, what damned Minutes tells he o'er, 

Who dotes, yet doubts ; ſuſpects, yet ſtrongly loves ! 
Otb. O Miſery ! 
lago. Poor, and content, is rich, and rich enough; 

But Riches fineleſs, is as poor as Winter, 

To him that ever fears he ſhall be poor; 

Good Heav'n ! the Souls of all my Tribe defend 

From Jealouſy. 

Oh. Why ? why is this? 

Think'ſt thou I'd make a Life of Jealouſy ? 

To follow ſtill the Changes of the Moon, 0 

With freſh Suſpicions? No; tobe once in doubt, 

Is once to be reſolvd: Exchange me for a Goat, 5 

When I ſhall turn the Buſineſs of my Soul 

To ſuch exufflicate, and blown Surmiſes, 

Matching thy inference : Tis not to make me jealous, 

To ſay my Wife is fair, feeds well, loves Company, 

Is free of Speech, ſings, plays, and dances well; ; 

Where Virtue is, theſe are moſt virtuousr. 

Nor from mine own weak Merits will I draw 

I The 
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The ſmalleſt Fear, or doubt of her Revolt, 

For ſhe had Eyes, and choſe me. No, Jago, 

I ſee before I doubt; when I doubt, prove; 

And on the Proof, there is no more but this, 

Away at once with Love, or Jealouly. 

Iago. I am glad of this; for now I ſkall have Reaſon 

To ſhew the Love and Duty that I bear you 

With franker Spirit. Therefore, as I am bound, 

Receive it from me. I ſpeak not yet of Proof; 

Look to your Wife, obſerve her well with Caffe ; 

Wear your Eyes, thus, not jealous, nor ſecure ; 

I would not have your free and noble Nature, 

Out of ſelf-bounty be abus'd : look to't. 

I know our Country- -Diſpoſition well ; 

In Venice they do let Heav'n ſee the Pranks ſence 

They dare not ſhew their Huſbands ; their beſt Conſci- 

Is not to leave't undone, but keep't unknown. 

” Oh. Doſt thou ſay ſo? 

Tago. She did deceive her Father, marrying you, 
And when ſhe ſeem'd to ſhake, and fear YO Looks, 
She lov'd them moſt. 

Oth. And fo ſhe did. 

Jago. Why, go to then; 

She that ſo young could give out ſuch a Seeming 

To ſeal her Father's Eyes up cloſe as Oak 

He thought *twas Witchcraft | 

But I am much to blame: 

I humbly do beſeech you of your Pardon 

For too much loving you. 

Otb. Jam bound to you for ever. 
lago. I ſee this hath a little daſh'd * Spirits. 
0:4. Not a Jot, not a Jot. 
lago. Truſt me, I fear it has: 

I hope you will confider, what is ſpoke 

Comes from my Love. But I do ſee you're mor d- 

Lam to pray you, not to ſtrain my Speech 

To groſſer Iſſues, nor to larger Reach, 

Than to Soſpicion. 

"Vi, I will not. 


2 Lage. 


50 OTHELLo, the 


Lago. should you do ſo, my Lord, 2 
My Speech ſhould fall into 8 vile Succeſs, 

Which my Thoughts aim not at. Caſſio's my worthy 
My Lord, I ſee you're mov'd ———— Friend: 

Oth. No, not much mov'd 
I do not think but Deſdemona's honeſt. 

Lego Long live ſhe ſo; and long live you to „ think ſo, 

Orth. And yet how Nature erring from it ſelf 

lago, Ay, there's the Point as, to be bold with you; 
Not to affect many propoſed Matches 
Of her own Clime, Complexion and Degree, 
Whereto we ſee in all things Nature tends: 
Foh ! one may {melt in ſuch, a Will moſt rank, 
Foul Diſproportions, Thoughts unnatural, 
But, pardon me, I do not in Poſition 

Diſtinctly ſpeak. of her, tho' I may fear 
Her Will, recoiling to her better Judgment, 
May fall to match you with her Country-Forms, 
And happily repent. 

Orth. Farewel, farewell; 

If more thou doit perceive, let me know more; 
Seton thy Wife to obſerve. Leave me, lage. 
Lago. My Lord, I take my leave. | Going. 

Oth. Why did 1 marry ? | 2 
This honeſt Creature, doubtleſs, | 
Sees, and knows more, much mere than he unfolds, 

Iago. My Lord, I would I might intreat t your Honour 
To ſcan this thing no farther; leave it to time : | 
Altho' 'tis fit that Caffo have his Place, ; 
For ſure he fills it up with great Ability ; ; - 
Yet if you pleaſe to put him off a while, 
| You ſhall by that perceive him, and his Means; 

Note, if your Lady ſtrain his Entertainment 
With any ftrong, or vehement Importunity, 
Much will be ſcen in that. In the mean time, 
Let me be thought too buſy in my Fears, 
As worthy cauſe I have to fear I am, | 
And hold her free. I do beſeech your Honour. | 
Oth. Fear not my Government. 
Jago. J once more take my leave. F Exe. 
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Oth. This Fellow's of exceeding Honeſty, | 

And knows all Quantities with a learn'd Spirit, 

Of human Dealings. If Ido prove her Haggard, 

Tho' that her Jeſſes were my dear Heart-ſtrings, 

I'd whiſtle her off, and let her down the Wind 

To prey at Fortune. Haply, for I am black, 

And have not thoſe ſoft Parts of Converſation, 

That Chamberers have ; or for I am declin'd 

Into the Vale of Years, yet that's not much— 

She's gone, I am abus'd, and my Relief 

Muſt be to loath her. Oh the Curſe of Marriage ! 

That we can call theſe delicate Creatures ours, 

And not their Appetites ! I had ratherbe a Toad, 

And live upon the Vapour of a Dungeon, 

Than keep a Corner in the thing I love, 


For others uſes. Yet 'tis the Plague to Great ones, 
Prerogativ'd are they leſs than the Baſe, | 


'Tis Deſtiny unſhunnable like Death; 
Even then, this forked Plague is fated to us, 
When we do quicken. Look where ſhe comes! 
Enter Deſdemena and Emilia. 

If fhe be falſe, O then Heav'n mocks it ſelf ; 
PlI not believe't. 

Deſ. How now, my dear Orbelliꝶ 
Your Dinner, and the generous Iſlanders, 
By you invited, do attend your Preſence, 

Gib. I am to blame. 

Def. Why do you ſpeak ſo faintly ? 


Are you not well ? 


Oth. I have a Pain upon my Forehead here. 

De/. Why, that's with watching, twill away again. 
Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
It will be well. | 

Orb. Vour Napkin is too little; 

[She drops her Handkerchief. 

Let it alone : Come, I go in with you. 

De J am very ſorry that you are not well. [ Exeunt. 

Emil. J am glad that I have found this Napkin; 
This was her firſt Remembrance from the Moor; 


My way ward Huſband hath a hundred times, 
. Woo'd 
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Woo'd me to ſteal it. But ſhe ſo loves the Token, 
For he conjur'd her, ſhe ſhould ever keep it, 

That ſhe reſerves it evermore about her, 

To kiſs and talk to. I'll have the work ta'en out. 
And give't Jago; what he wiil do with rn 
Heav'n knows, not I: 

I . but to pleaſe his Phantaſy. 
| Enter Tago. 

Jago vow now ? What do Pha here alone ? 

Z2&mil. Do not you chide; I have a thing tor vou. 

Lago. You have a thing for me ? - 

Tt is a common thing 

Emil. Ha? ; 

Lago. To have a fooliſh Wife. 

A mil. Oh, is that all? what will you give me now 
For that fame Handkerchief ? 

Lago. What Hankerchief? 
| nil. What Handkerchief ? 

Why, that the Mcor firſt gave to De/demona, 
Thit which fo often you bid me ſteal. 

Lago. Haſt ſtollen it from her ? 

Emil. No; but ſhe let it drop by Negligence, 
And to th" Advantage, I being here, took't up: 
Look, here 'tis. 

Iago. A good Wenth, give it me. 


- 
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mil. What will you do with't, you 5 been fo | 


Earneſt to have me filch it ? 
Lago. Why „what is that to you ? [Snatching tt, 
mil. If it be not for ſome purpoſe of import, 

Give't me again. Poor Lad y, ſhe'll run mad, 

When ſhe ſhall lack it. 

Tage. Be not known on't: 

'T have uſe for it. Go, leave me [Exit Æmil. 

I will in Calſis's Lodging loſe this Napkin, GER. 

And let him find it. 'I rifles light as Air 

Are to the Jealous, Confirmations ſtrong, 8 

As proots of holy Writ. I his may do ſomething, 

The Moor already changes with my Poiſons, 

Which at the firit are icarce found to diſtaſte : : 

But with a little act upon the Blood, 
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Burn like the Mines of Sulphur. I did fay lo. 
Enter Othello. 
Look, where he comes ! not Poppy, nor Mandrigora; 
Nor all the drowſy Syrups of the World, 
Shall ever medicine thee to that ſweet Slecp, 
Which thou ow'dit yeſterday. 
Orb. Ha ! ha! falſe to me 
lago. Why, how now, General; no more of that. 
0th. Avant, be gone; thou haſt ſet me on the Wreck; 
I] ſwear 'tis better to be much abus'd, 
Than but to know a little. 
Jago. How now, my Lord? | 
Oth. What ſcent had I, in her flo”'n hours of Luſt ? 
W I ſaw it not, thought it not, it haim'd not me: 
I ſlept the next Night well; fed well, was tree and merry, 
I found not Caſſibs Kiſſes on her Lips ; 
5 He that is robb'd, not wanting what is ſtol'n, 
Let him not Rao t, and he's not robb'd at all. 
Iago. I am forry to hear this. 4 | 
Oh. I had been happy, if the general Camp, 3 
Pioneers and all, had taſted her ſweet Body. 
So I had nothing known. Oh now, forever 
Farewel the tranquil Mind. Farewel Content; 
Fare wel the plumed Troops, and the big War, 
fo That make Ambition Virtue ! Oh farewel, 
Farewel the neighing Steed, and the ſhrill Trump, 
ft, The Spirit-ſtirring Drum, th Ear-piereing Fife, 
The Royal Banner, and all Quality, | 
Pride, Pomp, and Circumſtance of glorious War 
And O you mortal Engines, whoſe rude Throats | 
Th' immortal Fowve's. dread Clamours counterfeit, 
l. Farewel! Othellbs Occupation's gone. 
Jago. Is't poſſible, my Lord ? 
Oth. Villain, be ſure thou prove my Love a Whos ; 
Be ſure of it : Give me the Oculzr Proof, 
[ Catching hold on him. 
- Or 1 the worth of mine eternal Soul, 
Thou hadſt better have been born a Dog, 
Than anſwer my wak'd Wrath. 
Lees Is't come to this? 
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Otb. Make me to ſee't, or, at the leaſt, fo prove it, 
That the Probation bear no hinge, nor loop, 
To hang a doubt on: Or woe upon thy life. 
Jago. My Noble Lord. | 
03. If 255 doſt ſlander her, and torture me, 
Never pray more; abandon all Remorſe; | 
On Horrors Head, Horrors accumulate, 


Do Deeds to make Heav'n weep, all Earth amaz ds 


For nothing canſt thou to Damnation add, 
Greater than that, 
lago. O Grace! O Heav'n forgive me! 
Are you a Man ? Have you a Soul ? or Senſe ? 
God be w' you: take mine Office. O wretched Fool, 
That lov'ſt to make thine Honeſty a Vice! 
Oh monſtrous World ! take note, take note. 0 World, 
To be direct and honeſt, is not ſaſe. | 
I thank you for this Profit, and from hence 
F'!l love no Friend, ſith Love breeds ſuch Offence. 
Oth. Nay, ſtay thou ſhould'ſt be honeſt 
Ago. I ſhould be wiſe, for Honeſty's a Fool, 


And lofes what it works for. 


Orb. By the World, 
J think my Wife is honeſt, and think ſhe is not ; 
I think that thou art juſt, and think thou art not ; e 
III have ſome proof. My Name, that was as freſh 
As Dias Viſage, is now begrim'd and black 
As mine own Face, if there be Cords or Knives, 


Poiſon, or Fire, or ſuffocating Streams, 


Fl] not endure it. Would I were ſatisfied ! 
Lago. I ſee you are eaten up with Paſſion ; 
J do not repent that I put it to you. 


Vou would be fatisfied ? 


Orth. Would? nay, and I will. 

lago. And may; but how? how ſatisfied, my Lord?“ 
Would you the ſuper-viſor groſsly gape on? 
Behold her tupp'd? 

Orb. Death, and Damnation Oh ! 

Taco. It were a tedious Difficulty, I think, 


| T0 bring em to that Proſpect, damn them then, 


If ever mortal Eyes do * them bolſter 8 
Alore 
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More than their own. What then? how then ? 
What ſhall I fay ? Where's Satisfaction? 
It is impoſſible you ſhould fee this, 
Were they as prime as Goats, as hot as Monkeys, 
As falt as Wolves in pride, and Fools as grots 
As I. gnorance, made drunk. But yet, I fay, 
If Imputation and ſtrong Circumſtances, 
Which lead directly to the door of Truth, 
Will give you Satisfaction, you might hav't. 
O:h. Give me a living reaſon ſhe's diſleyal. 
Lago. I do not like the Office; 
But fith I am entred in this Cauſe fo far, 
Prick'd to't by fooliſh Honeſty and Love, 
I will go on. I lay with Caffe lately, 
And being troubled with a raging Tooth, 
I could not ſleep. There area kind of Men, 
So looſe of Soul, that in their Sleeps will mutter 
Their Affairs; one of this kind is Ca. 
In ſleep I heard him fay, Sweet De/demona, 
Let us be weary, let us hide our Loves ; 
And then, Sir, would he gripe, and wring my Hand, 
Cry—oh ſweet Creature — then kiſs me hard, 
As if he pluckt up Kiſſes by the Roots, 
And grew upon my Lips, lay his Leg o'er my Thigh, 
And ſigh and kiſs, and then cry curſed Fate, 
That gave thee to the Moor. | 
Oth. O monitrous ! monftrous ! 
Jago. Nay, this was but his Dream. 
Orth. But this denoted a fore-gone concluſion, 


"Tis a ſhrewd doubt, tho” it be but a Dream. 


Iago. And this may help to thicken other Proofs, 
That do demonſtrate thinly. 

Orth. I'll tear her all to pieces. 

Iago. Nay, yet be wiſe, yet ſee we nothing done; 
She may be honeſt yet: Tell me but this, 
Have you not ſometimes ſeen a Handkerchief 
Spotted with Strawberries, in your Wife's Hand ? 

Oh. I gave her ſuch a one; 'twas my firſt Gift. 

Tags. I know not that; but ſuch a Handkerchief, 
I am ſure it was your Wife" ** did I to Day 
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1 done at your requeſt. But let her live, 
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See Caſizo wipe his Beard with.” 

Otb. If it be that - 

Jago. If it be that, or any, if "was Hans, 
It ſpeaks againſt her with the other Proofs. 

Oh. O that the Slave had forty thouſand Lives? 
One 1s too poor, too weak for my Revenge, | 
Now do] ſee tis true. Look here Jago, 

All my fond Love thus do I blow to Heav'n. Tis gone; 
Ariſe black Vengeance from the hollow Hell, 
Yield up, O Love, thy Crown and hearted Throne 
To tyrannous Hate. Swell Boſom with thy * 
For *tis of Aſpicks Tongues, 

Iago. Vet be content. 

0¹5. O Blood ! Blood, Blood — 

Jago. Patience I ſay, your mind my change. 

Oth. Never, Jago, Like to the Pontick Sea, 
Whole Icy Current, and com pulſive Courſe, 


£0 


Neb'er feels retiring Ebb, but keeps due on 


To the Propontick, and the Helleſpont: 
Even ſo my bloody Thoughts, with violent Pace 
Shu ll ne'er look back; ne'er ebb to humble Love, 
ill that a capable and wide Revenge 
Swallow them up. Now by yond marble Heav'n, 
In the due reverence of a ſacred Vow, [He #neefs. , 
I here engage my Words. 
Iago. Do not riſe yet: Iago Ancels. 


Witneſs you ever- burning Lights above, 


You Elements that clip us round about, 


Witneſs that here Jago doth give up 


The Execution of his Wit, Hands, Heart, 

To wrong d Otbello's Service. Let him command, 
And to obey ſhall be in me remorſe, | 
What bloody bu ſineſs ever. 

_ Oh. I greet thy Love, 


Not with vain Thanks, but with acceptance bounteous, 


And will upon the Inſtant put thee to't : 

Within theſe three Days let me hear thee ſay, 

That Caf5:0's not alive. 
Lago. My Friend is dead; 
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Oh. Damn her, leud Minx ! O damn her, damn her! 

Come go with me apart, I will withdraw 
To furniſh me with ſome {ſwift means of Death 
For the fair Devil. Now art thou my Lieutenant. 

Jafo. | am your own for ever [ Exeunt. 

Enter Deſdemona, Emilia, and Cloaun. 

D:/. Do you know, Sirrah, where Lieutenant Caſo 
lyes ? 
a Chwn. ] dare not ſay he lies any where. 

De/. Why Man ? 


Chwn. He's a Soldier, and for me to ſay a Soldier 


lies, *tis ſtabbing. 

Def. Go to; where lodges he? 

Chen. To tell you where he lodges, is to tell you 
where I he. | 

De/. Can any thing be made of this? 

Clown. I know not where he lodges, and for me to de- 
"viſe a Lodging, and ſay he lyes here, or he lyes there, 
were to lie in mine own Fhroat. 

De/. Can you enquire him out? and be edified by re- 

ort ? 
5 Chwn. I will catechize the World for him, that is, 
make Queſtions, and by them anſwer. 
> Def. Seek him, bid him come hither ; tel! na T have 
mov'd my Lord on his behalf, and hope all will be well. 

Clbaun. To do this, is within the compaſs. of Man's 
Wit, and therefore I will attempt the doing of it. 

[Exit Cloæun. 


8 Where ſhould I loſe the Handkerchief, Emilia ? 


mil. J know not, Madam, 
Deſ. Believe me, I had rather have loſt my Purſe 
Full of Cruzadoes. And but my noble Moor 
Is true of mind, and made of no ſuch baſeneſs, 
As jealous Creatures are, it were cnough 
1 put him to ill thinking, b 
Emil. Is he not jealous ? ; 
* De. Who he? I think the Sun where he was born 
Drewall ſuch Humours from him. 
LEmil, Look where he comes, 


7 De: 
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- Def. I will not leave him now, 'till Caſio be 
Call'd to him. How is't with you, my Lord! 
Enter Othello. 
Oth. Well, my good Lady. Oh hardneſs to diſſemble ! 
How do you, Dejdlemona ; / 
Def. Well, my good Lord. [Lady 
Oth. Give me your Hand ; this Hand is moiſt, my 
Def. It hath felt no Age, nor known no Sorrow. 
Ot. This argues Fruitfulneſs, and liberal Heart: 
Hot, hot, and moiſt—this Hand of yours requires 
A ſequeſter from Liberty, Faſting and Prayer, | 
Much Caſtigation, Exerciſe devout, 
For here's. a young and ſweating Devil here, 
That commonly rebels : 'tis a good hand, 
A frank one. 
Def. You may, indeed, fay ſo; 
For 'twas that Hand that gave away my Heart. 


O:5. A liberal Hand. The Hearts of old, gave Hands” 


But our new Heraldry is Hands, not Hearts. 
Def. I cannot ſpeak of this; come, now your Promiſe. 
Oth. What promiſe, . Chuck ? | 
Def. I have ſent to bid Caſio come ſpeak with you. 
Oh. I have a falt and ſorry Rheum offends me; 

Lend me thy Handkerchief. 

Def. Here, my Lord. 

Oth. That wi . I gave you. 

Def. I have it not about me. 

Otb. Not? 

De. No indeed my Lord. 

Oth. That's a fault. That Handkerchief 

Did an Seyptian to my Mother give; 

She was a Charmer, and cou'd almoſt read 

The Thoughts of People. She told her while ſhe 3 it 

Twould make her amiable, ſubdue my Father 

Intirely to her Love; but if ſhe loſt it, 

Or made a Gift of it, my Father's Eye 

Should hold her loathed, and his Spirits ſhou!d hunt 

After many Fancies. She, dy ing, gave it me, 

And bid me, when my Fate would have me wiv'd, 

To give it ker. I did fo, and take heed on't; 
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Make it a Darling, like your precious Eye; 
To loſe't, to giv't away, were ſuch a Perdition, 
As nothing elſe could match. 

Deſ. Ist poflible ; 

Oth. *Tis true; there's Magick in the web of it: 
A Sibyl that had numbred in the World 
The Sun to courſe two hundred Compaſſes, 
In her prophetick Fury ſow'd the work: 
The Worms were hallowed, that did breed the Silk, 


And it was dy'd in Mummey, which skilful 
Def. Indeed! is't true! 
0:4. Moſt veritable, therefore look tot well. 
De/. Then would to Heav'n, that J had never ſeen't ! 
Otb. Ha? wherefore ? 
Deſ. Why do you ſpeak ſo ſtartingly, and raſh ? 
O25. Is't loſt, is't gone? * is't out o'th' way e 
Deſ. Bleſs usxk!ßn⸗łͤ. 
Oth. Say you ? 
Def. It is not loft ; but what and if it were? 


Oth. How]? 
Def. ] ſay it is not loft. 


Otb. Fetch't, let me ſee't. 


Def Why ſo I can; Sir, but I will not now: 
This is a Trick to put me from my Suit, 
Pray you let Ca/5zo be receiv'd again. 
Oth. Fetch me the Handkerchief—— my mind miſ- 
gives _ 
Deſ. Come, come; you'll never meet a more ſufficient 
man. 
Orth. The Handkerchief 
Def. A man that all his time 
Hath founded his good Fortunes on your Love; 
Shar'd Dangers with you. 
Oth. The Handkerchief —— | 
Def. In ſooth you are to blame, 85 
Ot Away Exit. Othello. 
Emil. Is not this man jealous ' | 
Def. I never ſaw this before. 
Suse there's ſome wonder in this Handkerchief, 
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IT am mot unhappy in the loſs of it. 

Anil. Tis not a Year or two ſhews us a Man: 
They are but Stomachs, and well but Food, 


'They eat us hungerly, and when they are full, 
They belch us. 


Fate Iago, ard Caſſio. 
Look you, Cacio, and my Husband, 
Tago. There is no other way, tis the muſt do't ; ; 
And lo the Happineſs ; 8⁰ and importune her. 
Deſ. How nowiod Caſio, what's the News with 
ou ? * 
1 Ca /. Madam, my a Suit. I do beſeech _ | 
That by your virtuous means, I may again. | 
Exiſt, and be a member of his Love, 
Whom I, with all the Office of my Heart 
Intirely honour. - I would not be delay'd ; 
If my Offence be of ſuch mortal kind, 
That not my Service paſt, not preſent Sorrows, 
Nor purpos'd merit in Futurity, 
Can raniom me mto his Love again; 
But to know ſo, muſt be my Benefit, 
So ſhall I cloath me in a#forc'd content, 
And ſhut my ſelf up in ſome other courſe, 
To Fortunes Aims. 
De/. Alas! thrice gentle Caſi, 
My Advocation is not now in tune; 
My Lord, is not my Lord ; nor ſhould I know him, 
Were he in Favour, as in Humour alter d. 
So help me every Spirit ſanctiſied, 
As I have fpoken for you all my-b .beſt, 
And ſtood within the blank of his Diſpleaſure, 
For my free Speech. You: muſt a while be patient 
What I can do, I will: and möre I Will! 
Than for my ſelf [ dare. Let that ſuffice you. 
Jago. Is my Lord angry? 
Emil. He went hence but now; 
And certainly in ſtrange unquietnefs. 
Iago. Can he be angry? I have ſeen the Cannon; 
M hen it hath blown his Ranks into the Air, | 
And Like the Devil from his very Arm 
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Puft his own Brother; and is he angry ? 
Something of Moment then ; I will go meet him, 
There's matter in't indeed, if he be angry. [ Exit. 

Deſ. IT prithee do ſo. Something {ure of State, 

Fither from Venice, or ſome unhatch'd Practice, 
Made demonſtrable here in Cyprzs, to him, 
Hath pulled his clear Spirit; and in ſuch Caſes, 
Mens Natures wrangle with inferior things, 

Tho! great ones are their Object. Lis even ſo; 
For let our Finger ake, and it endues, 

Our other healthful Members, even to a Senſe 

Of Pain. Nay, we muſt think Men are not Gods, 
Nor of them look for ſuch Obſervance always, 

As fits the Bridal. Beſhrew me much, .Zmi ha, 

T was, unhandſome Warrior as I am, | 

Arraigning his Unkindneſs with my Soul; 

But now I find, I had ſuborn'd the Witneſs, 

And he's indited falſly. 

LEmil. Pray Heav'n it be 
State- matters, as you think, and no Conception, 

Nor jealous Toy concerning you. 

Def. Alas-the-day I never gave him Cauſe. 

Amil. But jealous Souls will not be anſwer'd ſo; 
They are not ever jealous for the Cauſe, - 

But jealous, for they're jealous. It is a Monſter 
Begot upon it ſelf, born on it ſelf. 
De. Heav'n keep the Monſier from Otbelib's Mind. 

Amil. Lady, Amen. 

Def. I will go ſeek him. Caſſio, walk hereabout; 
Tf I do find kim ft, I'il move your Suit, 

And ſcek to effect it to my utter moſt. LEExit. 

Caſ. I -humb! 17 thank yeur Ladyſhip. | 

Enter Bianca. 

Brian. Save you, Friend Ca 

Caf. What makes you from home ? 

How is it with you, my moſt fair Pianca? 
Indeed, ſweet Love, I was coming to your Houſe. 

Bian. And I was going to . Lodging, Caſſio, 
What? keep a Week away ? Seven Days and Nights? 
Eightſcore eight Hours? and Loves abſent Hours 
More 
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More tedious than the Dial, eightſcore times ? 
Oh weary reck'ning f 
- Caf. Pardon me, Bianca 
T have this while with leaden Thoughts bans preſt, 
But I ſhall in a more convenient time 
Strike off this Score of Abſence. Sweet Bianca ! 

[ Giving her Deſdemona's od 

Take me this work out. 

Bian. Oh Cafjio, whence came this? 
This 1s ſome Token from a newer Friend ; 
To the felt-abſence now I feel a Cauſe : 
Is't come to this? Well, well. 
Caſ. Go to, Woman ; 8 
Throw your vile Gueſſes in the Devil's Teeth, 
Frem whence you have them. You are jealous now 
That this is from ſome Miſtreſs, ſome remembrance ? 
No, in good troth, Bianca. | 
Bian. Why, whoſe is it ? | * 
Caſ. I know not neither; I found it in my Chamber 
I like the Work well: Ere it be demanded, | 
As like enough it will, I would have it copied: 
Take it, and do't, ard leave me for this time. 
Bian. Leave you? wherefore ? 
Caf. I do attend here on the General, © 
And think it no Adittion, nor my Wiſh 
To have him ſee me woman'd. 

Biau. Why, I pray you? 
. Caf. Not that I love you not. 

Bian. But that you do not love me; 
F pray you bring me on the way a little, 
And fay, if I ſhall fee you {con at Night? 
Caf. Tis but a little way that I can bring you, 
For I attend here. But I ſee you ſoon, 
Ban. *Tis very gocd ; I muſt be circumſtanc'd.[ Extunr. 


«ay 


ACT 
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ACT Iv, SCENE L 


SCENE, A Room of State. 
Enter Othello, and Iago. 


Jago- Ill you think ſo ? 
Oth. Think fo, Jago? 
Tago, What, to kiſs in private ? 
Oth. An authoris'd Kiſs ? 
Jago. Or to be naked with her Friend in Bed, 
An Hour or more, not meaning any harm ? 
Orth. Naked in Bed, ago, and not mean harm? 
It is Hypocriſy againſt the Devil : 
They that men virtuouſly, and yet do ſo, 
The Devil their Virtue tempts, and they tempt Heav'n* 
Jago. If they do nothing, tis a venial flip : 
But if I give my Wiſe a Handkerchief. 
Oth. What then? 
Jago. Why then, 'tis hers, my Lord, and 1 hers, 
She may, I think, beſtow't on any Man. 
Oth. She is Protectreſs of her Honour too, 
May ſhe give that ? 
lago. Her Honour is an Eſſence that's not ſee n, 
They have it very oft, that have it not. 
But for the Handkerchief. 
Orth. By Heav'n I would moft gladly have forgot it; 3 
Thou ſaidſt, Oh, it comes o'er my Memory, 
As doth the Raven o'er the infectious Houſe, 
Boading to all, he had my Handkerchief. 
Jago. Ay, what of that ? 

Ott. That's not ſo good now. 
ago. What if I had ſaid, I had ſeen him do you wrong * 
Or heard him fay, as Knaves be ſuch abroad, 
Who having by their own importunate Suit, 
Or voluntary dotage of tome Miſtreſs, 
Convinced or fupplied them, cannot chooſe 
Bat they muſt blab. 

Orig. Hath he ſaid any thing? 
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Jago. He hath, my Lord, but be you well aſſur d, 
No more than he'll unſwear. - 
Orth. What hath he faid ? 
Lago. Why, that he did — I know not what he did 
Oth. What? what 
Jago. Lie 
Orb. With her? | 
Jago. With her? on her what you will 
oth. Lie with her ! lie on her ! we ſay, lie on her, 


when they be-lie her. Lie with her ! that's fulſom. Hand- 


kerchief— Confeſions—— Handkerchief. toconfeſs, ard 
be hang'd for his Labour -— Firſt, to be hang'd, and then 
to confeſ.— I tremble at it — Nature would not inveſt her 
ſelf in ſuch ſhadowing Paſſion, without ſome inſtruction. 


It is no Words that ſhake me thas pih Noſes, 
Fars and Lips —— is't poſtible ! — Confeſs- —- 
Handkerchief!—— O Devil [Falls in a Trance, 


Iago. Work on. 
My Medicine works ; thus credulous Fools are caught; 
And many wertky, and chaſte Dames even thus | 
All guiltleſs meet reproach ; what hoa ! my Lord. 
My Lord, I ſay Orhello. 


Enter Caſſio. 
How now, Casto? 
Caſ. What's the matter! | 
Lago. My Lord is faln into an Epilepſy, 
That 1 is the ſecond Fit ; he had one yeſterday. 
af. Rub him aboat the Temples. 
Jago. The Lethargy muſt have Eis quiet courſe ; 
If not, he foams at Mouth, and by and by . 
Breaks out to ſav? ge Nadneſs; z look, he firs; 
Do you withdraw your ſelf a little while, 
He will recover ſtraight ; when he is gone, 
I would on great Occaſon ſpeak with you, [Exit Caflio. 
How is it, General? Have you not hurt your Head? |» 
O15. Boſt theu mock me: 
Iago. I mock you not, by Heav'n ; ; 
Would you would bear your Fortune like a Man. 
O:th. A horned Man's a Monſter and a Beaſt. ; 
Jago. There's many a Beaſt then in a populous City, 
| | Ee And 


* 


n 


| To beguile many, and be beguil'd by one; 
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And many a civil Monſter. 
Oth. Did he confeſs it ? 
Jago. Good Sir, be a Man: 
Think every bearded Fellow that's but yok'd 
May draw with you. There's Millions now alive, 
That nightly lie in thoſe unproper Beds, 
Which they dare {wear peculiar. Your Cauſe is better, 
Oh, *tis the fpite of Hell, the Fiends Arch-mock, 
To lip a Wanton in a ſecure Couch? 
And to ſuppoſe her chaſte. No, let me know, | 
And knowing what I am, I know what ſhe ſhall be. 
Oth. Oh, thou art wiſe, tis certain. 
Jago. Stand you a while apart, 
Confine your ſelf but in a patient Liſt. | 
Whilft you were here, o'erwhelmed with your Grief 
(A Paſhon moſt reſulting ſuch a Man) 
Caſjro came hither. I ſhifted him away, 
And laid good Scuſes on your Extaſy, 
Bad him anon return, and here ſpeak with me, 
The which he promis'd Do but encave your ſelf, 
And mark the Fleers, the Gibes, and notable Scorns, 
That dwell in every Region of his Face. 
For I will make him tell the tale anew ; 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
He hath, and 1s again to cope your Wife. 
I fay, but mark his Geſture. Marry, Patience, 
Or I ſhall ſay y'ar all in Spleen, | : 
And nothing of a Man. 
Oth. Doſt thou hear, Igo? 


I will be found moſt cunning in my Patience; 


But, doſt thou hear, moſt bloody. 
Tago. That's not amiſs ; | 
But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw? 
| [Othello withdraws. 
Now will I queſtion Caſio of Bianca, 
A Houſewife, that by ſelling her Deſires, 


| Buys herſelf Bread and Cloth. It is a Creature 


That dotes on Cafjio, as tis the Strumpet's plague 
He, 


a3 


| 


me thus about my Neck 
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He, when he hears of her, cannot reſtrain 
From the exceſs of Laughter. Here he comes. 
Emer Caſſho. - 
As he ſhall ſmile, Othello ſhall go mad; 
And his unbookiſh Jealouſy mutt conſtrue, 
Poor Caffio' 70s Smiles, Geftures, and light 8 
Quite in the wrong. How do you, Lieutenant? 
Caſ. The worſer, that you gave me the Addition, 
Whoſe want even kills me. 
Lago. Ply Deſdemanæ well, and you are ſure on't : 
Now, if this Suit lay in Bianca's Power, (Pen lower. 


How quickly ſhould you ſpeed ? 


Caf. Alas, poor Caitiff. 

Oh. Look how he laughs already, 

Jago. I never knew a Woman love Man ſo. 

Caſ. Alas, poor Rogue, I think indeed ſne loves me. 

Otb. Now he denies it faintly, and laughs it out. 

Lago. Do you hear, Cafſio? 

Oth. Now he importunes him 
To tell it o'er : Go to, well faid, well ſaid. 

Togo. She gives it out, — you ſhall marry 1 
Do you intend it ? | | 

Caſ. Ha, ha, ha. 

Orh. Do ye triumph, Roman? do you triumph! ? 

Caf. I marry What? a Cuſtomer ? prithee bear 
Some Charity to my Wit, do not think it 
So unwholeſome. Ha, ha, ha. Pon dn 

Orth. So, ſo; they laugh that win. 

Lage. Why, the cry goes, that you ſhall marry her. 

Ca/. Prithee ſay true. 

Tago. I am a very Villain elſe. 

Otb. Have you ſcoar'd me? well. 

Caf. This is the Monkey's own giving out : | 
She is perſuaded I will marry her, [miſe. 
Out of her own Love and Flattery, not out wo my pro- 

O:h. Iago beckons me: Now he begins the Story. 

Caſ. She was here even now; ſhe haunts me in ever 
place, I was the other Day talking on the Sea Bank wit 
certain Venetians, and thither comes the Bauble, and falls 


Otb. 
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Otb. Crying, oh dear Caſſio, as it were: His Geſture 
imports it, 

Ta, So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me, 
So ſhakes and pulls me. Ha, ha, ha. 

Otb. Now he tells how ſhe pluckt him to my Chamber; 
Oh, I ſee that Noſe of yours, but not that Dog I ſhall 
throw it ko. 

Caſ. Well, I muſt leave her Company. 

lago. Before me; look where ſhe comes. 

Enter Bianca. _ 

Caf. Tis ſuch another Fitchew ! marry, a perfum'd. 
one: What do you mean by this haunting of me? 

Bian. Let the Devil and his Dam haunt you ; what did 
you mean by that ſame Handkerchief you gave me even 
now, I was a fine Fool to take it: I muſt take out the 
work ? A likely piece of work, that you ſhould find it in 
your Chamber, and know not who left it there. This is 
ſome minx 's Token, and I malt take out the Work? There, 
give it your Hobby-Horſe; Whereſoever | you had it, Pl 
take out no work on't. 

Ca/. How now, my ſweet Bianca? 

How now? How now? 

Oh. By Heav'n, that ſhould be my Hacer hi; 

Bian. If you'll come to Supper to Night, you may; if 
you will not, come hen you are next prepared for. | 

[Exzt, 


Jago. Aſter her, after her. 
; Caf. I muſt, ſhe'll rail in the Streets elſe. 
Jago. Will you ſup there? 
Coy. Yes, I intend ſo. 
Jago. Well, I may chance to ſee you; 3for I would very 
fain ſpeak with you. 
Caſ. Prithee come, will you? 2 
Iago Go to? fay no more. [Exit Caf, 
0:4. How ſhall I murder him, [ago ? 
Tago. Did you perceive how he laugh'd at his Vice ? 
Oth. Oh, Jago 
Lago. And did you ſee the Handkerchief! ? 
Orth. Was that mine. 


Lago. 
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Tad Yours, by this Hand: And to ſee how be prizes 
the fooliſh woman your Wife— She gave it him, and 
he hath given it his Whore. + , 
Oth. 1 would have him nine Years a killing : 8 
A fine Woman ! a fair Woman ! a ſweet Woman,— 
Iago. Nay, you muſt forget that. | 
Orth. Ay, let her rot and periſh, and be damn'd to Night, 
for ſhe ſhall not live. No, my Heart is turn'd to Stone: 
I firike it, and it hurts my Hand. Oh, the World hath = 
not a ſweeter Creature— She might lie by an Emperor's 
Side, and command him Tasks. 
lago. Nay, that's not your way. Y 
Orth. Hang her, I do but ſay what ſhe is . fo deli- 
cate with her Needle — an admirable Muſician. Oh, 
ſhe will ſing the Savageneſs out of a Bear: Of fo high 
a plenteous Wit and Invention | SE / 
Iago. She's the worſe for all this. FFF 
Ot. Oh, a thouſand, a thouſand times: 
And then of ſo gentle a Condition. 
Jago. Ay, too gentle. =, ; 6 
Ozh. Nay, that's certain. | I 


But yet the pity of it, Jago — Oh, Igo, the pity of it, ä 
Jago | 1 


Lago. If you are ſo fond over her Iniquity, give her 
Patent to offend : For if it touch not you, it comes near 
no Bedy, 
075 I will chop her into Meſſes: Cuckold me! 
Jago. Oh, tis foul in her. | | 5 
Orth, With mine Officer 1 
Iago. That's fouler. | | ] 
Oth. Get me ſome Poiſon, Jago, this Night, PI not 
expoſtulate with her, leſt ker Body and her Beauty un- 
provide my Mind again: This Night, ago. 
Iago Do it not with Poiſon, ſtrangle her in her Bed, 
Even the Bed ſhe hath contaminated. | 
Ozh. Good, good : : 
The Juſtice of it pleaſes ;. very good. 
ago. And for Caſſis, let me be his Undertaker: "LI 
You ſhall hear more by Midnight. ; | j 


Enter 
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Enter Lodovico, Deſdemona, and . 
; Orh. Excellent good — what Trumpet is that ſame ? 
1 Iaoo. I warrant ſomething from Vevice. 
'I'1s Lods: ico, this comes from the Duke, 
See your Wif-'s with him. 
Rod. Save you, worthy General. 
Orth. With all my Heart, Sir. 
, Lod. The gs and the Senators of Venice greet you. 
: [Gives him a Letter, 
- Oh. I kiſs the Inftrument of their Pleaſures. 
5 Deſ. And what's the News, good Couſin Lodovico? 
Iago. I am very glad to ſee you, Signior. 
; Welcome to Cyprus. 
2 Lod. I thank you; how does Lieutenant Caſio ? 
, lago. Lives, Sir. 
1 Def. Couſin, there's fal'n between him and my Lord 
An unkind Breach : Byt you ſhall make all well. 
Oth. Are you ſure of that ? 
Deſ. My Lord. 
Oth. This fail you not to do, as you will | 
Lod. He did not call, he's buſy in the * 85 
Is there Diviſion *twixt my Lord and Caſis? 


, De, A moſt unhappy one; I would do much 

| 'Tatone them, for the Love I bear to Caſſio. ; 
1 Orth. Fire and Brimſtone ! 
F De/. My Lord. 


Ob. Are you wile ? 

De/. What, is he angry ?, 

Lod. May be the Letter mov'd him. 
For as I think they do command him home, 
Deputing Caſſio in his Government. 


t De, Truſt me, I am g ad on't. 
: O:h. Indeed! - 

D-/. My Lord ! 
, Och. I am glad to ſee 5 mad. 


De. Why, ſweet Orhelh ? 

Oh. Devil ! 

De/. J have not deſerv'd this. 

Lod. My Lord, this would not be believ *E in FOR 
Though 1 ſhould ſwear i iaw't. Iis very much, 
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Make her amends, ſhe weeps. 
Otb. Oh Devil, Devil! | 
If that the Earth could teem with Woman's Tears, 
Each Drop ſhe falls would prove a Crocodile : 
Out of my Sight 


Def. J will not ſtay to offend you, [ Going. 


Led. Truly, an obedient Lady: 

I do beſeech your GY call her back. 
Orth. Miſtreſs. | | | 
Deſ. My Lord. 

Oh. What would you with her, Sir? 
Lod. Who I, my Lord? 


Orth. Ay; you did wiſh that I would make her turn : | 
Sir, ſhe can turn and turn, and yet go on, 


And turn again. And ſhe can weep, Sir, weep. 
And ſhe's Obedient: As you ſay Obedient. 
Very Obedient— proceed you in your Tears 
Concerning this, Sir—oh well painted — 7 
I am commanded home — get you away, 

FH fend for you anon Sir, I obey the Mandate, 

And will return to Venice. Hence, avant! [Ex. Dei. 
Casio ſhall have my place. And, Sir, to Night 

I do entreat, that we may ſup together, 

You are welcome, Sir, to Cyprus —— 
Goats and Monkzes ! 2 it. 
Lod. Is this the noble Moor, 1 our full Senate 
Call all- in. all ſufficient ? Is this the Nature | 
Whom Paſiton could not ſhake ? Whoſe ſolid Virtue 

T he Shot of Accident, nor Dart of Change 
Could neither graze, nor pierce ? 
Lago. He is much chang'd. 
Led. Are his Wits ſafe ? Is he not of light Brain ? 
ago. He's that he is; I may not breathe my Cenſure. 
What he might be, if what ke might he is not, 
I would to Heav'n he were. 
Lod. What, ſtrike his Wife ! 
Tago. Faith that was not ſo well? yet would I knew 
That ſtroke would prove the worſt. 
Led. Ts it his uſe? 
Or did the Letters work upon his Blood, 


And 
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And new create his Fault? 
Jago. Alas, alas! 
It is not honeſty in me to ſpeak 
What I have ſeen and known. You ſhall obſerve him, 
And his own Courſes will denote him ſo, 
That I may fave my Speech ; do but go after, 
And mark how he continues. 
Lod. IT am ſorry that Iam deceived in him. [ Excunt. 


SCENE II. An Apartment. 


Enter Othello and Emilia. 
O:h. You have ſeen nothing then? 
mil Nor ever heard, nor ever did ſuſpect. 
Otb. Yes, you have ſeen Caſſio and her together. 
Emil. But then I ſaw no harm; and then I heard 
Each Syllable that Breath made up between them. 
O25. What! Did they never wiſper ! 
Amil. Never, my Lord. 
Oth. Nor ſend you out o'th* way! | 
Amil. Never. (ching! 
Oth. To fetch her Fan, her Gloves, her Mask, nor no- 
Amil. Never, my Lord. 
0th. That's ſtrange! 
mil. I durſt, my Lord, to wager ſhe is honeſt, 
Fay down my Soul at Stake; if you think other, 
Remove your thought, it doth abuſe your Boſom. 
If any Wretch hath put this in your Head, 
Let Heav'n requite it with the Serpent's s Curſe, 
For if ſhe be not honeſt, chaſte and true, 
There's no Man happy, the pureſt of their Wives, - 
Is foul as Slander. 
Oth. Bid her come hither, go, [Exit Emilia. 
 Shefſays enough 3 yet ſhe's a ſimple Bawd 
That cannot ay as much. This is a ſubtle Whore, 
A Cloſet-lock and Key of villanious Secrets; 
And yet ſhe'll knee], and pray; I have ſeen her do't. 
Enter Deſdemona and Emilia. 
De. My Lord, what is your Will? 
Oh. Pray you, Chuck, come hither, - 3 
V | ef. 
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De/. What is your Pleaſure ? | 
Orth. Let me fee your Eyes; look in my Face. 
De/. What horrible Fancy's this? 
Oth. Some of your Function, Miſtreſs, 
Leave Procreants alone, and ſhut the Door 
Cough or cry hem, if any body come. 
Your Myſtery, your myſtery ; nay, diſpatch. [Exit Æmil. 
De/. Upon my Knee, what doth your Speech import: 
I underſtand a Fury in your Words. 
Otb. Why ? what art thou ? | 
Def. Your Wife, my Lord; your true and loyal Wife. 
O:/h. Come {wear it; damn thy ſelf, being like one 
Of Heav'n, the Devils themſelves ſhould fear to ſeize thee, 
Therefore be double damn'd ; ſwear thou art honeſt, 
Des. Heav'n doth truly know it. 
Oh. Heav'n truly knows, 
That thou art falſe as Hell. 
.De/. To whom, my Lord 
With whom? How am II falle ? | 
Orth. Ah, Deſdemona, away, away, away —— 
De/. Alas the heavy day! Why do you weep ? 
Am I the motive of theſe Tears, my Lord? 
If happily you my Father do ſuſpect, 
An inftrument of this your calling back, 
Lay not your Blame on me, if you have loſt him, 
Why I have lo him too, q 
Orb, Had it pleas'd Heavin, . 
To try me with Affliction, had he rain'd | 
All kind of Sores, and Shames on my bare Head, 
Steep'd me in Poverty to the very Lips, 
Given to Captivity me and my utmoit Hopes; 
J ſhould have found in ſome place of my Soul 
A drop of Patience. But alas, to make me 
A fixed Figure for the Hand of Scorn ? 
To point his ſlow and moving Finger at 
Yet could I bear that too, well, very well : 
But there where I have garner'd up my Reart, 
Where either I] mutt live, or bear no Lite, 
The Fountain from the which my, Current runs, 
Or elſe dries up, to be diſcarded thence ; 


XI 


Or 


ni ne 


<= yg 


38-82 


Is 


Moor of VENICE. 8 
Or keep it as a Ciſtern, for foul Toads | 
To knot and gender in. Turn thy Complexion there, 
Patience, thou young and roſe-lipp'd Cherubin, 
I here look grim as Hell. | 
Def. J hope my noble Lord eſteems me Hone t. 
O:h. O ay, as Summer-Flies are in the Shambles, 
That quicken even with blowing. Oh thou Weed! 
Who art ſo lovely fair, and ſmell'ic ſo ſweets 
That the Senſe akes at thee ; 
Would thou'dſt never been born! 
Def. Alas, what ignorant Sin have I committed ? 
 Oth, Was this fair Paper, this moſt goodly Book, 
Made to write Whore. upon? What committed, 
Committed ? Oh, thou publick Commoner, 
I ſhould make very Forges of my Cheeks, 
That would to Cynders burn up Modeſty, 
Did J but ſpeak thy Deeds. What, committed? 
Heav'n ſtops the Noſe at it, and the Moon winks ; 
The bawdy Wind, that kiſſes all it meets, 
Is huſh'd within the hollow Mine of Earth, 
And will not hear't. What, committed? 

De/. By Heav'n, you do me Wrong. 

Oth. Are not you a Strumpet ? 
> Def. No, as I am a Chriſtian. 
If to preſerve this Veſſel for my Lord 
From any other foul unlawful touch, 
Be not᷑ to be a Strumpet, I am none. 

Ot, What, not a Whore? 

Def. No, as I ſhall be fav'd. 
Ot. Is't poſlible ? | 

De. Oh, Heav'n forgive us. 

Oth. I cry you Mercy, then, 
I took you for that cunning Whore of Venice, 
That married with Othello. You, Miſtreſs, 

EIN | Enter Emilia. | 
That have the Office oppoſite to Saint Perer, 
And keep the Gate of Hell. You, you! Ay you! 
We have done our Courſe, there's Mony for your Pains ; 
I pray you, turn the Key, and keep your Counſel. [ Fxit. 
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Me OTHELLo, The 
Amil. Alas, what does this Gentleman conceive ? 
How do you, Madam ! How do you, my good Lady ? 

Deſ. Faith, half aſleep. 

Email. Good Madam, what's the matter with my Lord! ! 

De/. With whom? 

Anil. Why, with my Lord, Madam ? 

Deſ. Who is thy Lord? | 
Emil He that is yours, ſweet Lady. 

De/. J have none, do not talk to me, Æmilia, 

I cannot weep ; nor Anſwer have I none, a 

But what ſhould go by Water. Pr'ythee to Night, 
Lay on my Bed my wedding Sheets, remember; 
And call thy Huſband hither, | 

_ ZEmil. Here's a change indeed. [Exit, 

De/. Tis meet I ſhould be us'd fo, very meet: | 
How have I been behav'd, that he might ſtick 
The ſmall'ſt Opinion on my leaſt miſuſe ? | 

Enter Tago and Emilia. 
Tago. What is your Pleaſure, Madam ? 
How 1s't with you 
_ Def. I cannot tell ; thoſe. that do teach your Babes; 
Do it with gentle Means, and eaſy Taſks; 5 
He might have chid me ſo; For in good Faith, 
J am a Child to chiding. 

Jago. What's the Matter, Lady ? 

Emil. Alas, Tago, my Lord hath ſo bewhor'd her, 
Thrown ſuch deſpight and heavy Terms upon her, 
'That true Hearts cannot- bear it. f 

De/. Am I that Name, Jago? . 

Jago. What Name, fair Lady? | 

Def. Such as ſhe ſaid my Lord did fay I was, 

Emil. He call'd her Whore ; a Beggar, in his Drink, 
Could not have laid ſuch Terms upon his Callet. 

Jago. Why did he ſo? 

Deſ. I do not know; I am ſure Tam none ſuch. 

Igo. Do not weep, do not weep ; alas the Day! 

Eil Hath ſhe forſook ſo many noble Matches? 

Her Father ? And her Country ? And her Friends ? 
To be call'd Whore? would it not make one weep? 
Def. It is my wretched Fortune. 

Iago 
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lago. Beſhrew him for't ; how | comes this trick upon. 
him ? 
Def. Nay, Heav'n doth know. 
Anil. I will be hang'd if ſome eternal Villain, 
Some buſy and inſinuating Rogue, 
Some cogging, cozening Slave, to get ſome Office, 
Has not devis'd this Slander : Ill be hang'd 5 1 
Jago. Fy, there is no ſuch Man; it is impoſſible. 
Def. If any ſuch there be, Heav'n pardon him. 
Emil. A Halter pardon him, and Hell gnaw his Bones ! 
Why ſhould he call her whore ? Who keeps her Com- 
any ? 
What Place ? what time ? what Form ? what Likely. 
hood ? 


The Moor's abus'd by ſome moſt villainous "EI 


Some baſe notorious Knave, ſome ſcurvy Fellow. 

O Heav'n, that ſuch Companions thoud'ſt unfold, 

And put in every honeſt Hand a whip, | 
To lach the Raſeal naked through the world, 

Even from the eaſt to th' weſt. 

Jago. Speak within Door. 

Emil. Oh ty upon them ! Some ſuch Squire 1 was 
That turn'd your wit, the ſeamy fide without, f 
And made you to ſuſpect me with the Moor. 

Iago. You are a Fool; go to. » 

Def. Alas, Jago. 

What ſhall I'do to win my Lord again ? 

Good Friend, go to him; for by this light of Heay* n, 

J know not how I loft him. Here I kneel ; [ Kneeling; | 
Rf cer my Will did treſpaſs gainſt his Love, i 
Either in Diſcourſe, or Thought, or actual Deed ; 

Or that mine Eyes, mine Ears, or any Senſe 

Delighted them on any other Form; 

Or that I do not yet, and eyer did, 

And ever will, though he do ſhake me off 

To beggarly Divorcement, love him dearly, 

Comfort forſwear me, Unkindneſs may do much, 

And his Unkindneſs may defeat my Life, 

But never taint my Love, I cannot {ay Whore, 

It do's abhor me, now I ſpeak the word, 
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76 OTHELLo, the 
To do the Act, that might the Addition earn, 
Not the World's Maſs of Vanity could make me. 
Jago. I pray you be content; tis but his Humour; ; 
The Buſineſs of the State do's him offence. 
Def. If twere no other. : 
Tago. It is but fo, I warrant, 
Hark, how theſe Inſtruments ſummon to ſupper; [ Trumpets, 
'The Meſſenger of Venice ſtays the Meat; 
Go in, and weep not ; all things ſhall be well. 
[Eæxeunt Deſdemona and N 
| Enter Rodorigo. 
How now, Rodori igo? 

Red. I do not find 
That thou deal'ſt juſtly with me. 

Tago. What in the contrary ? 

Rod. Every day thou doft'it me with ſome device, ** 
and rather, as it ſeems to me now, keep'ſt from me all 
Conveniency, than ſupplieſt me with the leaſt Advantage 
of Hope. I will indeed no longer endure it. Nor am [ 
yet perſwaded to put up in Peace, what already I have 
fooliſhly ſuffer'd. | | 

Iago. Will you hear me, Rodrigo ? | 
Nod. I have heard too much; and your words and pes 
formances are no kin together. 

Lago. You charge me moſt unjuſtly. 

Rod. With nought but Truth: I have waſted my ſelf 

out of my means. The Jewels you have had from me 
to deliver Deſdemona, would half have corrupted a Votariſt. 
Vou have told me ſhe hath receiv'd them, and return'd, 
me Expectations and Comforts of ſudden EPL, and 
Acquaintance ; but I ſind none. 

Jago. Well, go to; very well. 

Rod. Very well, go to; I cannot go to, Man, nor 'tis 
not very well; nay, I think it is ſcurvy ; 5 and begin to 

find my felf fob'd in it. 

Jago. Very well. 

Rod, I tell you, 'tis not very well; I will make my ſelf 
known to Deſdemona. If ſhe will return me my Jewels, I 
will give over my Suit, and repent my unlawful Solicitation, ü. 
If not, aſſure your ſelf, I will ſeek Satisfaction of you. 

K. 
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Jago. You have faid now. | | 

Rod. Ay, and ſaid nothing but what, I proteſt, intend- 
ment of doing. 9 85 

Iago. Why, now I fee there's Mettle in thee; and even 
from this Inſtant do I build on thee a better Opinion than 
ever before; give me thy Hand, Rodorigo, thou haſt taken 
againſt me a moſt juſt Exception; but I proteſt J have dealt 
molt directly in thy Affair. 5 

Rod. It hath not appear d. 

ago. T grant indeed it hath not appear'd; and your 
Suſpicion is not without Wit and Judgment. But, Rodorzeo, 
if thou haſt that in thee indeed, which I have greater reaſon 
to believe now than ever (I mean, Purpoſe, Courage, and 
Valour) this Night ſhew it. If thou the next Night fol- 
lowing enjoy not De/demona, take me from this World 
with Treachery, and deviſe Engines for my Life. 

Rod. Well; what is it? Is it within Reaſon and Compaſs? 

Iago. Sir, there is eſpecial Commiſion come from Ve- 
mice to depute Caſſis in Othellos place. 

Red. Is that true? Why then Othello and Deſdamenæ: 
turn again to Venice. | ; 

Iago. O no; he goes into Mauritania, and takes away 
with him the fair De/demona, unleſs his abode is lingred 
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1 here by ſome accident. Wherein none can be yet determi- 
nate, as the removing of Caſſio. : 

Rod. How do you mean removing him ? 
If lago. Why, by making him uncapable of Ozhe/f's place; 
le knocking out his Brains | | | 
tt. Rod. And that you would have me to do. 
'd, Lago. Ay, if you dare do yourſelf a profit, and a right. 


id He ſups to night with a Harlot ; and thither will I go to 
| him. He knows not yet of his honourable Fortune, if you 

will watch his going thence (which 1 will faſhion to fall 
is cut between twelve and one) you may take him at your 
0 Pleaſure. I will be near to ſecond your Attempt, and he 

ſhall fall between us. Come, ſtand not amaz'd at it, but 

go along with me; I will ſhew you ſuch a neceſſity in his 
If Death, that you ſhall think your ſelf bound to put it on 
[ him, It is now high ſupper time; and the Night grows 
wy to waſte. About it. 
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Rod. T will hear further reaſon for this. 
Tago. And you fhall be ſatisfied. [Exeunt, 

Enter Othello, Lodovieo, Deſdemona, Amilia, and 
Attendants. 3 Fs 

Led. I do beſeech you, Sir, trouble your ſelf no further; 

Oh. Oh pardon ; "twill do me good to walk. [ſhip, 

Zod. Madam, good night; I humbly thank your Lady. 

De/. Your Honour is moſt welcome. g 

Orth. Will you walk, Sir: Oh De/demona ! 

De. My Lord. . 

Oth. Get you to Bed on th'Inftant, I will be return'd 
forthwith ; diſmiſs your Attendant there; look't be done. 

1 LEæit. 

Def. IT will, my Lord. | £72 

mil. How goes it now? he looks gentler than he did. 

Def. He fays he will return incontinent, | 
And hath commanded me to go to Bed, 1 95 
And bid me to ditmiſs you. | | . 

A mil. Diſmiſs me ? | 

Def. It was his bidding; therefore, good Emilia, 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adien. 

We muſt not now diſpleaſe him. 

Emil. | would yen had never ſeen him. 

Dej. So would not I; my Love doth ſo approve him, + 
That even his Stubbornneſs, his Checks, his Frowns, 
(Priythee unpin me) have grace and favour in them. 

mil. I have laid thoſe Sheets you bad me on the Bed. 

Def. Ali's one; good Father! how foolith are our 

Minds ? 5 

Tf I do die before thee, pr'ythee ſhroud me 

In one of theſe ſame Sheets. | 
Emil. Come, come, you talk. | 

Def. My Mother had a Maid call'd Barbara, 

She was in love; and he ſhe lov'd prov'd mad, 

And did forſake her. She had a Song of Willow, 

An old thing was, but it cxpreſs'd her Fortune, 

And ſhe dy'd finging it. That Song to Night 

Will not go from my Mind; I have much to do, 

But to go hang my Head all at one ſide 

And ſing it like paor Barbara; pr'ythee diſpatch. 
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Anil. Shall I go fetch your Night-gown ? 
De/. No, unvin me here; 
This Lodowico is a proper Man. 
2 Emil. A very handſom Man. 
©: Deſ, He ſpeaks well. 
Us Emil, I know a Lady in Venice would have walk'd 
Y* WM barefoot to Paleſtine for a touch of his nether Lip. | 
Deſ. The poor. Soul ſat Singing by a Sycamore Tree. 
[Singing. 
1 Sing all a green Wilhw : 
2 Her Hand on her Boſom, her Head on her Knee, 
Sing Willw, Willw, Wilkw. 
The freſh Streams ran by her, and murmur d her 7 "NA z. 
Sing illoau, &C. 
Her ſals Tears fell from her, and jo / oftned the Stones; 
Sig IWillow, &c. | [Lady by theſe, 
Willow, Wilkw. (Pr'ythee hye thee, he'll come anon) 
Sing all a green Willow muſt be my Garland. 
Let no body blame him, his Scorn 1 approve. 
Nay that's not next— TONE 8 is't that Knoeks? 
Emil. It's the Wind. 
Deſ. I calPd my Lowe fulſe 1 but what ſaid he then 2 
Sing Willow, &c. 
2" W7 7 court more Women you'll touch with more Men. 
So get thee gone, good Night, mine Eyes do itch, 
Doth that bode weeping ? ? 
; Emil. Tis neither here nor ch 
5 Def. J have heard it ſaid fo; O theſe Men, theſe Men! 
Doſt thou in Conſcience think, tell me 2 
That there be Women do abuſe their Huſbands, 
In ſuch groſs kind ? 
Emil. There be ſome ſuch, no Queſtion. 
Deſ. Would'ſt thou do ſuch a deed for all the World ? 
Auil. Why, would not you? 
Deſ. No, by this Heav'nly Light, 
mil. Nor I neither, by this Heav'nly Light, 
I might do't as well i'th' dark. 
Def. Would'ſt thou do ſuch a deed for all the World? 
Emil. The World's a huge thing; 
1 It is a great price, for a ſmall Vice. 
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Def. In troth I think thog would'ſt not. 
Emil. In troth I think I ſhould, and undo't when I 

had done. Marry, I would not do ſuch a thing for 

a jointRing, nor for Meaſures of Lawn, nor for Gowns, 

Petticoats, nor Caps ; nor any petty Exhibition. But for 

all the whole World; why, who would ngt make her 

Huſband a Cuckold, to make him a Monarch? I ſhould 

venture Purgatory for't. 


Def. Beſhrew me, if I would do ſuch a wrong 
For the whole World. 


Emil. Why, the wrong is but a wrong bth' world; and 


having the world for your Labour, tis a wrong in your 
own world, and you might quickly make it right. 
Def 1 do not think there i is any ſuch woman. 
ZEmil. Ves, a dozen; and as many to th'vantage, 
As would ſtore the world they plaid for. 
But I do think it is their Hufband's Faults 


If Wives do fall: Say, they flack their Duties - 


And pour out Treaſures into foreign Laps ; 

Or elſe break out in peeviſh Jealouſies, 

\ Throwing reſtraint on us; or ſay they ſtrike us, 

Or ſcant our former having in deſpight ; 

Why we have Galls ; and though we have ſome Grace, 
Yet have we {ome Revenge. Let Huſbands know, 
Their wives have Senſe like them; they ſee. and ſmell, 
And have their Palates both for ſweet and ſower, 

As Huſbands have. What is it that they do, 

When they change us for others? Is it ſport ? 

I think it is; and doth Affection breed it? 

I think it doth : Is't frailty that thus errs ? 

It is ſo too. And have not we Affections? 

Deſires for ſport ? and Frailty as Men have ? 

Then let them uſe us well; elſe let them know, 
The Ills we do, their IIls inſtruct us to. 


De/ Gcod Night; good Night; Heav'n me ſuch uſes ſend, 


Not to pick bad from bad ; but by bad mend. LE xeunt, 
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SCE N E, the Street. 
Enter Iago and Rodorigo. 
Tag. E RE, ſtand behind this Bulk, Straight will 


: + he.come - - 
Wear thy good Rapier bare, and put it home; 
d Quick, quick, fear nothing; I'll be at thy Elbow, 
ir It makes us, or it mars us, think on that, 
And fix moſt firm thy Reſolution. 
Rod. Be near at hand, I may miſcarry in't. 
Iago. Here, at thy Hand; behold, and take thy ſtand. 
Rod. J have no great Devotion to the Deed, : 
And yet he hath given me fatisfying Reaſons ; 
4 Tis but a . Forth my Sword; he dies. | 
| Iago. I havErubb'd this young Knot almoſt to the Senſe, 
And he grows angry. Now, whether he kill Caſio, 
Or Caſſio him, or each do kill the other, 
Every way makes my Gain. Live Rodorigo; 
» He calls me to a Reſtitution large | 
Of Gold, and Jewels, that I bob'd from him, 
As Gifts to De/demona. „„ 
It muſt not be. If Caffo do remain, 
He hath a daily Beauty in his Life, | 
That makes me ugly; and beſides, the Moor | 
May unfold me to him; there ftand I in much Peril; 
No, he muſt die. But fo, I hear him coming. [Eæit Tags. 
| Euter Caſſio. | 
Red. I know his Gate; tis he; Villain thou dieſt. 
"oz [ He runs. at Caſſio, and wounds him, 
Ca/. That thruſt had been mine Enemy indeed, 
But that my Coat is better than thou know'ſ : 
I will make proof of thine. | 
Rod. Oh, I am ſlain. © [Fight, and both fall. 
Caſ. I am maim'd for ever; | 
Help ho! Murther, Murther ! | 
D 5 Zuter 
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Enter Othello above at a Window. h 
Oth. The Voice of Cafſio, Jago ga his Word, 
Red. Oh, Villain that I am! 

Oth. It is even ſo. | 

Caſ. Oh help; ho! Light! A Surgeon ! 

Oh. Tis he ! O brave Jago, honeſt and juſt, 
That haſt ſuch noble Senſe of thy Friend's wrong, 
Thou teacheſt me. Minion, your Dear lies dead, 
And your unbleſt Fate hyes. Strumpet, I come: 
For off my Heart, thoſe Charms, thine Eyes, are blotted, 
Thy Bed Lult-ſtain'd, ſhall with Luſt's Blood be ſpotted. 

Exit Othello, , 

Fete Lolovico and Gratiano. wy 

Caſ. What ho! No Watch? No Paſlage ? Atrder, 
Murder! 

Gra. Tis ſome Miſchance, the Voice i is very direful. 

Caf. Oh help! | 

Lod. Hark ! 

Rod. Oh wretched Vitain! 

Led. Two or three groans. Tis bead Night; 5 
Theſe may be Counterfeits, Let's think't unſaſe Li 
To come into the Cry, without more help. 

Red. No body come: Then ſhall I bleed to death. 

Enter Iago, in his Shirt. 
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Lod. Hark. | 
Gra. Here's one comes in his Shirt with Light abc M 
Weapons. | 
fago. Who's there? 5 mV 
Whoſe Noiſe is this that cries out Murder? 1 
Lod: We £0 nct know. 
| Jago. Do not you hear a Cry? | | II 
Caſ. Here, here: For Heav'n ſake help me. 
'| Jago. W hat's the matter ? T 
Lk Gra. This is Orthelh's Ancient, as I take it. 
1 | Lod. The ſame indeed, a very valiant Fellow, 
$ Jago. What are you here; that cry ſo grievouſly ? | T 
4 | Caf. Iago? Oh l am ſpoil'd, undone by Villains? Fe 
Give me tome Help. | | L 
Iago. O me, Lieutenant f A 
W hat Villains have done this? | R 


Ceo 


Ca/. I think that one of them is hereabout, 
And cannot make away. 
Jago. Oh treacherous Villains ! 
What are you there ? come in, and ou ſome help. 
Red. O help me there. ; | 
Caf. That's one of them. 
Iago. Oh murd'rous Slave! O Villain! Lago ſiabs him. 
Red. O damn'd Jago O inhuman Dog ! 
Jago. Kill Men ich dark ? Where be theſe bloody 
Thieves! 
How filent is this Town? Ho, Murder ! Murder ! 
What may you be? Are you of Good or Evil? 
od. As you ſhall prove us, praiſe us. 
Lago. Signior Lodovio? 
Lod. He, Sir. 


; 


. We Caſfro ? 
5 How is't Brother ? 
Caf. My Leg is cut in two. 
Iago. Marry Heav'n forbid ! 
Light Gentlemen, Ill bind it with my Shirt, 
nter Bianca. 
Hian. What is the matter hoa ? Who is't that eryd? 
Jago. Who is't that cry'd ; | 
Bian. Oh my dear Cafe. 
My ſweet Caf/fo : Oh Caſſio, Caſſio, Caſio. 
lago. O notable Strumpet. Caſſio, may you ſuſpect 
Who they ſhould be, that have thus mangled you? 
\ Caſ. No. 
Gra. I am ſorry to find you thus : 
I have been to ſeek you. | 
lago. Lend mea Garter. So 
To bear him eafily hence. 
Bian. Alas he faints. Oh Caſſio, Caſſio, Caſſia ! 
Jago. Gentlemen all, I do ſuſpe& this Traſh 
To be a Party in this Injury. 
Patience a while, good Caſſio, come, come: 
Lend me Light: Know we this Face, or no? 
Alas, my Friend, and my dear ee OE 
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Gra. What, of Venice? 
Ago. Even he, Sir : did you know Un! > 
Gra. Know him? Ah! - 
Tago. Signior Gratiano? I cry your gentle Pardon : 
Theſe bloody Accidents muſt excuſe my Rene, 
That ſo neglected you. 
Gra. I am glad to ſee you. 
Jago. How do you, Ca/jio ? Oh a Chair, a Chair. 
Gra. Rodbrigo ? 
Jago. He, he, tis he: Oh that's well ſaid, the Chair. 
Some good Man bear him carefully from hence, | 
JI fetch the General's Surgeon. For you, Miſtreſs, 
Save you your Labour. He that lies ſlain here, Caſſio, 
Was my dear Friend. What Malice was between you ? 
Ca. None in the World; nor do I know the Man. 
Lago. What, look you pale? Oh bear him out o'th' Aix. 
Stay you, good Gentlemen. Look you pale, Miſtreſs ? 
Do you perceive the Gaſtneſs of her Eye; [To Bianca. 
Nay, if you ſtare, we ſhall hear more anon. 
Behold her well, I pray you look upon her. | 
Do you ſee, Gentleman ? Nay, Guiltineſs will uns 
Though 'Tongues were out of uſe. 
Euter Emilia. ; 
Emil. Alas, what is the Matter; 30 
What is the Matter, Husband ! | 
Jago. Caſſio hath here of a on in the Dark 
By Rogorigo, and Fellows that are ſcap'd : | 
He's almoſt ſlain, and Roabrigo quite dead. 
Emil. Alas good Gentleman! Alas, good Caſſio 4 
Jago. This is the fruits of whoring. Prithee Zille, 0 
Go know of Caſſio where he ſupt to Night. 
What, do you ſhake at that? 
Rien. He ſupt at my Houſe, but I therefore bake 6 not. 
Jago. O did he ſo? I charge you go with me. 
mil. Oh fy upon thee, Str umpet. 
Bian. I am no Strumpet, but of Life as honeſt, 
As you that thus abuſe me. 
Emil. As I? Fy upon thee. 
Jago. Kind Gentlemen, let's go ſee poor Caſo dreſt, 
Come, Miſtreſs, you muſt tell's another Tas, 
Emilia. 
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Emilia run to the Citadel, 
And tell my Lord and Lady, what hath hap'd : 
Will you go on afore ? this is the Night 


That either makes me, or foredoes me quite. f Exeunt. 


8 0 E NE. II. 4 Bed-chamber : Deſdemona is di . 


ver d aſleep in her Bed. 
Enter Othello. 


Oth. It is the Cauſe, it is the Cauſe, my Soul; 
Let me not name it to you, you chaſte Stars, 

It is the Cauſe. Vet Il not ſhed her Blood, 

Nor ſcar that whiter Skin of hers than Snow, 

And ſmooth as Monumental Alablaſter : 

Yet ſhe mult die, elſe ſhe'll betray more Men: 

Put out the Light, and then put out the Light ; 

If I quench thee, thou flaming Miniſter, | 

I can again thy former Light reſtore, 

Should I repent me. But once put out thy Light, 

Thou cunning'ſt Pattern of excelling Nature, 

I know not where is that Promethean Heat, 

That can thy Light re-lumine. 

When I have pluck'd thy Roſe, 

I cannot give it vital Growth again 


It needs muſt wither, I'll ſmell thee on the Tree; ; [Kiffing her 


O balmy Breath, that doſt almoſt perſwade 


Juſtice to break her Sword. One more, one more; 


Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 


And love thee after. One more, and that's the laſt, 


So ſweet, was ne'er ſo fatal. I muſt weep, 
But they are cruel Tears : 'This Sorrow's heav'nly ; 
It ſtrikes, where it doth love. She wakes. 
Def. Who's there? Othello. 
_ Oth. Ay, Deſdemona. | 
Def. Will you come to Bed, my Lord ? 
O:h. Have you pray'd to Night, De/aemona ? 
Def. Ay, my Lord. 
Orth. If you bethink your ſelf of any Crime 
Unreconcil'd as yet to Heav'n, and Grace, 
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Solicit for it ſtraight. 
Def. Alack, my Lord, 
What may you mean by that ? 
Orth. Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk by. 


I would not Kill thy unprepared Spirit, 


No, Heav'ns fore-ſend, I would not kill thy Soul, 
De). Talk you of killing ? | 
Otb. Ay, I do. 
De/. Then Heav'n have Mercy on me. 
Orth. Amen, with all my Heart. 
Def. If you fay ſo, I hope you will not kill me. 
Orth. Hum. 
Def. And yet I fear you: For you're fatal then, 
When your Eyes rowl fo. 
Why I ſhould fear I know not, 
Since Guiltineſs I know not: But yet I feel I fear. 
Ozh. Think on thy Sins. 
Deſ. They are Loves I bear to you. 
Oh. Ay, and for that thou dy'ft. | 
De/. That Death's unnatural, that kills for Loving: 


Alas, why gnaw you ſo your Nether-lip : ? 


Some bloody Paſſion ſhakes your very Frame; 
Theſe are Portents : But yet I hope, 1 HOPE; 
They do not point on me, 

Orth. Peace, and be ſtill. 

Def. J will ſo: What's the matter? 

Orth. That Handkerchief 
Which I ſo lov'd, and gave thee, thou gav'ſt Caffio 7. 
Def. No by my Life and Soul : Send for the Man, 
And ask him. 

Oth. Sweet Soul, take heed, take heed of en, 
Thou art on thy Death- bed. 

Def. Ay, but not yet to die. 

Orth. Preſently. 
Therefore confeſs thee freely of thy Sin : 
For to deny each Article with Oath, 
Cannot remove, nor choak the ſtrong Conception 
That I do groan withal. Thou art to die. 

De/. O Heav'n have Mercy on me. : 

Orth. I ſay, Amen. 


Moor of Venice. * 


Deſ. And have you Mercy too; I never aid 
Offend you in my Life; never lov'd Caſſio, 
But with ſuch general warrantry of Heav'n, 
As I might love. I never gave him Token. 
Oh. By Heav'n I ſaw my Handkerchief in's Hand, 
O perjur'd Woman! thou doit ſtone my Heart, 
And makeſt me call, what J intend to do, 
A Murder, which I thought a Sacrifice. 
I ſaw the Handkerchief. 
Deſ. He found it then; 
I never gave it him ; ſend for him hither, 
Loet him confeſs a Truth. 
| Orth. He hath conteſt. 
Deſ. What, my Lord? 
Oth. That he hath—us'd thee. 
Deſ. How? unlawfully ? 
Ozh. Ay. 
De/. He will not fay ſo. 
Oh. No, his Mouth is Ropp'd ; 
Honeſt Jago hath ta'en Order for't. . 
De/. Oh, my Fear interprets. What, is he dead? 
_  O-4h, Had all his Hairs been Lives, my great Revenge 
Had Stomach for them all. 
Deſ. Alas, he is betray'd, and I undone. 
Oh. Out Strumpet ! weep'ſt thou for him to my Face; 
Daſ. O baniſh me, my Lord, but kill me not. 
Orth. Down, Strumpet. | 
Def. Kill me to Morrow, let me live to Night. 
Orth. Nay, if you ſtrive. 
De. But half an Hour 
Oth. Being done, there is no . 
De/. But while I ſay one Prayer 
Oh, It is too late. { Attemprs to ſinother her, 
Emilia at the Door. 
Anil My Lord, my Lord! What hoa! - 
My Lord, My Lord ! 
Oz. What Noiſe is this? not dead? not yet quite dead ? 
I that am cruel, am yet merciful, 


I would not have thee linger in Pain, 
80, ſo. 
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Emil. within] What hoa ! my Lord, my Lord ! 

Orth. Who's there? 

mil. Oh, my good Lord, I would ſpeak a word 

with you. 

Och. Yes, tis Æmilia b and by—ſhe's dead. | 
Tis like ſhe comes to ſpeak 60 Caffio's Death; 
The Noiſe was high. Ha, no more moving! 5 
Still as the Grave. Shall ſhe come in? wer't good ? 
I think ſhe ſtirs again —— No — what's beſt to do? 
If ſhe come in, ſhe'll ſure ſpeak to my Wife; 
My Wife ! my Wife! what Wife? I have no Wife. 
Oh inſupportable ! Oh heavy Hour; | 
Methinks it ſhould be now a huge Eclipſe 
Of Sun and Moon, and that th' afrighted Globe 
Should yawn at Alteration 

Emil. I do beſeech you 
That I may ſpeak with yoa. Oh, good my 1 . 
| Orth. I had forgot thee ; Oh come in, Æmilia, 

Soft, by and by, let me the Curtains draw. 
Where art thou? what's the matter with thee now. 
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Enter Amilia. 
nil. Oh, my good Lord, vonder s foul Marther 
done. | 
Orb. What? now? 1 
Emil. But now, my Lord. 8 £0 
- Ozh. It is the very Error of the Moon ; 
She comes more near the Earth than ſhe was wont,. 
And makes Men mad.. Bo 
Emil. Caſio, my Lord, hath kilb'd 4 
A young Venetian, call'd Rodrigo. 1 | 
Otb. Rodorigo kill'd ; and Caffo kill'd 7 ? | 4 
Emil. No, Caſſio is not. kill'd. 
Otb. Not. Caffo kilbd: Then Murther's out of tune, 
And ſweet Revenge grows harſh. 
Def. O falſly, falſly murder'd. 
Emil. Alas! what cry is that: 
Oth. That? what? 
Emil. Out, and alas, that was my Lady's Voice. 
Help ! help! hoa! help! Ob Lady, ſpeak again, 
Sweet 3 oh ſweet Miſtreſs, ſpeak, 
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Def. A guiltleſs Death I die. 
Aimil. Oh! who hath done this Deed ? 
Deſ. No body, I my ſelf, farewel ; 

Commend me to my kind Lord ; oh farewel. 
Oth. Why, how ſhould ſhe be murder'd ? 
mil. Alas! who knows? 

Oth. You heard her ſay her ſelf, it was not I. 
AE mil. She faid ſo, J muſt needs report the Truth. 
Orth. She's like a Liar gone to burning Hell, 
"Twas I that kill'd her. 
Emil. Oh, the more Angel ſhe, and you the blacker 
Devil. 
Otb. She turn'd to Folly, and ſhe was a Whore. 
Emil. Thou doſt bely her, and thou art a Devil. 
Otb. She was falſe as Water. | 
Emil. Thou art raſh as Fire, to ſay 
That ſhe was falſe. Oh, ſhe was heav'nly true. 
Ot. Cafdid top her; ask thy Husband elſe. 
O, I were damn'd beneath all depth in Hell, 
But that I did proceed upon juſt Grounds 
To this Extremity. Thy Husband knew it all. 
Anil. My Husband ! . 
Orth. Thy Husband. | | 
LE mil. That ſhe was falſe to Wedlock ? 14 
Orth. Ay, with Caſio: Had ſhe been true, ll 

If heav'n would make me ſuch another World, if 

Of one entire and perfect Chryſolite, we || 

I'd not have ſold her for it. i 
mil. My Husband ? 14 
Orth. Ay, twas he that told me firſt; | 

An honeſt Man he is, and hates the Slime 

That ſticks on filthy Deeds. | 
Emil. My Husband ? 

Ot. What needs this Iteration, Woman? 

I fay thy Husþand. | | 
Emil. Oh Miſtreſs! Vilany has made mocks with 11 
Love. — 14 

My Husband fay ſhe was falſe ? | 
Oth. He, Woman; | 

I fay thy Husband ; do'ſt underſtand the Word ? 


[Dies 
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My Friend, thy Husband, honeſt, honeſt Jago. 
Emil. If he ſays ſo, may his pernicious Soul 
Rot half a grain a Day; he lies to th' Heart, 
She was too fond of her molt filthy Bargain. 
Oth. Hah ? 

mil. Do thy worſt: 

This Deed of thine is no more worthy Heav n, 
Than thou waſt worthy her. 

O74. Peace, you were beſt. 


As I have to be hurt: Oh Gull ! oh Dolt! 

As ignorant as Dirt; thou haſt done a Deed 

J care not for thy Sword, Pill make thee known, 

Though I loſt twenty Lives Help! help! help! help 

The Moor hath kill'd my Miſtreſs. Murder, Murder! 
Enter Montano, Gratiano, and lago. 

Mon. What is the matter? How now, Genaral ? 


Gra. What 1s the matter ? 
Emil. Diſprove this Villain, if thou be'ſt a Man, 
He ſays thou toldſt him that his Wife was falſe: 
I know thou didit not, thou artnot ſuch a. Villain. 
Speak, for my Heart is fall. 

ago. I told him what I thonght ; and told no more 
Than what he found himſelf was apt and true. 
mil. But did you ever tell him, ſhe was falſe 
Lago. Idi]. 
Anil You told a Lye; an odious damn'd Lye: ; 
Upon my Soul a Lye ; a wicked Lye. 
She falſe with Caſſio? did you ſay with Caffio ? 


ſpeak, 

My Miſtreſs here lies murder'd in her Bed, 

All. Oh Heav'ns fore&nd ! 

mil. And your Reports have ſet the Murder on. 
Orb. Nay, 2 not, Maſters, it is true indeed. 
Gra. Tis a ſtrange Truth. 
82 Oh monſtrous Act. 


Emil. Thou haſt not half that 8 to 55 me harm 


Ami! Oh, are you come, lago? You have done well, 
That Men muſt lay their Murders on your Neck, 


Jago. With Caf5io, Miſtreſs ; go to, charm your Tongue. 
Emil. J will not charm my Tongue; I am bound to 


Emil. 
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mil, Villany ! Villany ! Villany ! | 
I think upon't I think I ſmelt — O Villain 
I thought ſo then; PII kill my ſelf for Grief, 
O Villany, Villany ! 
Iago. What, are you mad? I charge you get you 
home. 
Emil. Good Gentlemen, let me have leave to ſpeak _ 
"Tis proper J obey him, but not now: 
Perchance, {ago, I will ne'er go home. 
Orth. Oh! oh ! oh! 
Emil. Nay, lay thee down and roar : 
For thou haſt kill'd the ſweeteſt innocent, 
That e'er did liſt up Eye. 
Ozh. Oh ſhe was foul! 
J ſcarce did know you, Uncle; there lies your Niece 
Whoſe Breath indeed, theſe Hands have newly ſtopt. 
I know this Act ſhews horrible and grim. 
Gra. Poor De/aemona! I am glad thy Father's dead, 
Thy match was mortal to him; and pure Grief 
Shore his old thread in twain. Did he live now, 
This Sight would make him do a deſperate turn; 
Yea, curſe his better Angel-from his Side, 
And fall to Reprobation. 
Oh. Tis pitiful, but yet Iago knows, 
That ſhe with Caſſio hath the Act of Shame 
A thouſand times committed. Caſſio confeſt it, 
And ſhe did gratify his amorous Works, 
With that Recognizance and Pledge of Love, 
Which I firſt gave her; I ſaw it in his Hand; 
It was an Handkerchief, an antick Token 
My Father gave my Mother. 
Emil. Oh Heav'n! O heav'nly Powers! 
Jago. Come, hold your peace. 
Emil. Twill out, 'twill out — I peace! 
No, -I will ſpeak as liberal as the North, | 
Let Heav'n, and Men, and Devils, let them all, 
All, all cry Shame againſt me, yet PII ſpeak. 
Lage. Be wiſe, and get you home. 
Emil. I will not. [lago offers to flab his Wi ife, 
Gra. Fy, your Sword upon a Woman ? 
JE mil. 
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Emil. Oh, thou dull Moor, 
That Handkerchief thou ſpeak'ſt of, 
I found by Fortune, and did give my Husband; 
For often, with a ſolemn Earneſtneſs, 
More than indeed belong'd to ſuch a Trifte, | 
He begg'd of me to ſtea] it. | 
Jago. Villanous Whore ! | 
mil. She gave it Cafſio ? Alas, I found 1 it, 
And I did give it my Husband. 
Jago. Filth, thou lieſt. 
mil. By Heav'n 1 do not; I do not, Gentlemen: 
Oh murderous Coxcomb, what ſhould ſuch a Fool 
Do with ſo good a Wife! ? | 
[Iago breaks through and wounds his Wife, then runs out: 
Oth. Are there no Stones in Heay' n, 
But what ſerve for the Thunder ? precious Vilain ! 
Gra. The Woman falls; ſure he hath kill'd his Wite. 
Emil. Ay, ay; Oh lay me by my Miſtreſs' ſide | 
Gra. He's gone, but his Wiſe's kill'd. 
Mon. *Tis a notorious Vilain; take you his Weapon ; 
Which I have recover'd from the Moor : 
Come, guard the Door without, let him not paſs, 
But kill him rather; I'm after * ſame Villain, 
For *tis a damned Slave. - TExits 
Orh. I am not valiant neither; | 
But every Puny Whipfter gets my Sword. » 
But why ſhould Honour out-live Honeſty ? | 
Let 1 it go all. 
Emil. What did thy Song boad, Lady! ? 
Hark, canſt thou hear me ? I will play the Swan, 4 
And die in Muſick ; Vill, Willw, Willows 
Moor, ſhe was chaſte, ſhe lov'd thee, crue] Moor, 
So come my Soul to Bliſs, as I ſpeak true; | 
So ſpeaking as I think, alas, I die. [/Emilia Dies. 
O75. J have another Weapon in this Chamber, 
It was a Sword of Spain, the Ice brooks Temper; 
Oh here it is: Uncle, I muſt come forth. 
Sera. If thou attempt it, it will coſt thee dear; 
Thou haſt no Weapon, and perforce muſt ſuffer. 
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Oh. Look in upon me then, and ſpeak with me, 
Or, naked as I am, I will aſſault thee. 
Gra, What is the Matter ? 
Orb. Behold, I have a Weapon: 
A better never did it ſelf ſuſtain 
Upon a Soldier's Thigh. I have ſeen the Day, 
That with this little Arm, and this good Sword, 
I have made my way through more Impediments, 
Than twenty times your ſtop. But, oh vain Boaſt! 
Who can controul his Fate? Tis not ſo now. 
he not afraid, though you do ſee me weapon'd; 
Here is my Journey's end, here is my Butt, 
And very Sea-mark of my utmoſt Sail. 
Do you go back diſmay'd ? *Tis a loſt Fear: 
Man but a Ruſh againſt Ozhe/'s Breaſt, | 
And he retires. Where ſhould Othello go:? 
Now how doſt thou look now? Oh ill-ſtarr'd Wench! 
Pale as thy Smock! When we ſhall meet at Compt, | 
This look of thine will hurl my Soul from Heav'n, 
And Fiends will ſnatch at it. Cold, cold, my Girl? 
Fen like thy Chaſtity. O curſed, curſed Slave ! 
Whip me, ye Devils, 
From the Poſſeſſion of this heav'nly Sight; 
Blow me about in Winds, and roaſt me in Sulphur, 
Waſh me in fteep-down gulfs of liquid Fire — 
Oh Deſdemona! Dead De/demona! Dead, dead ! Oh, oh 
Enter Lodovico, Caſſio ed in wounded. Montano, and 
Iago Priſoner, with Officers. ET 
Lod. Where is this raſh, and moſt unfortunate Man ? 
Orb. That's he that was Ozh2/1h:; Here J am. 
Lod. Where is that Viper? bring the Villain forth. 
Orth. I look down towards his Feet; but that's a Fable. 
If that thou beeſt a Devil, I cannot kill thee. 
DE S | {Othello wounds Iago, 
Lod. Wrench his Swor( from him. 
Jago. I bleed, Sir, but not kill d. 
Oth. I am not ſorry neither; I'd have thee live 
For in my Senſe, tis Happineſs to die. 
Lod. O thou, Orhe/ho, that waſt once fo good, 
Faln in the practice of a curſed Slave, 


What 
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What ſhall be faid to thee ? 
Oth, Why any thing; 
An honourable Murder, if you will : 
For nought I did in hate but all in Honour. 8 85 
Lod. This Wretch hath part confeſt his Villany; 
Did you and he conſent in Caſſos Death ? 5 
Orth. Ay. | 
Caf. Dear General, I never gave you cauſe. 
Ott. I do believe it, and I ask your Pardon: 
Will you, I pray, demand that Demy-Devil, 
Why he hath thus enſnar'd my Soul and Body. 
Jago. Demand me nothing, what you know, you know * 
From this time forth I never will ſpeak word. 
Lod. What? not to pray ! 
Gra, Torments will ope your Lips. 
Oh. Well, thou doſt beſt, — 
Lod. Sir you ſhall underſtand what hath befaln, 


Which, as I think, you know not ; here is a Letter, „ 


Found in the Pocket of the flain Rodrigo, 
And here another, the one of them imports 
The Death of Caſio, to be e : 
By Redorigo. | 8 
Oh. G Villain ! | ; 
Ca/. Moſt heatheniſh, and moft _ . 5 
Lod. Now, here's another diſcontented Paper : 
Found in his Pocket too; and this it ſeems 
Rodorigo meant Chave ſent this damned Villain ; 
But that behke Jago in the interim 
Came in, and fatisfy'd him. | 
__ Oh, O thou pernicious CaitifF/ 
How come you, Caſſio, by that Handkerchief 
That was my Wife's! | 
Caſ. I found it in my Chamber; 
And he himſelf confeſt it but even now. 
That here he dropt it for a ſpecial N 
Which wrought to his Deſire. 
Oth. O Fool, Fool, Fool ! 
Ca/. There is beſides, i in Rodorigo's Ge 
How he upbraids Jago that he made him 
Braye me upon the Watch; whereon it came 


That 


5 
] 
8 
h 
f 

0 
0 

XZ 
I 
P 
A 
If 
1 
A 
V 
B 

I 

A 


Fi 


ES T9904 "LW re LIT 


Moor of VENICE, 94 
That I was caſt ; and even now he ſpakke | 4 
After long ſeeming dead, Jago hurt him, | | 
lago ſet him on. 6 1 
Led. You muſt forſake this Room, and go with us 3 {1 
Your Power and your Command 1s taken off, 
And Caſſio rules in Cyprus. For this Slave, 4 
If there be any cunning Cruelty, 
That can torment him much, and hold him long, 
It ſhall be his. You ſhall cloſe Priſoner reſt, | | 
Till that the Nature of your Fault be known © 1 
To the Venetian State. Come, bring away. 1 
Oth. Soft you; a word or two before you go. [i] 
I have done the State ſome Service, and they know't ; | 
No more of that. I pray you in your Letters, 
When you ſhall theſe e Deeds relate, | 
Speak of me, as I am. Nothing extenuate, | {if 
Nor ſet down aught in Malice. 
Then muſt you ſpeak, | 1 
Of one that lov'd not wiſely, but too well; ; | 1 
Of one, not eaſily Jealous, but being wrought, | 
Perplex'd i in the Extream ; of one, whoſe-Hand, 
Like the baſe Indian, threw a Pearl awa 
Richer than all his Tribe ; of one, whoſe ſubdu'd Eyes, 
Albeit unuſed to the melting Mood, 
Drop Tears as faft as the Arabian Trees | 
Their Medicinal Gum. Set you down this: 
And ſay beſides, that in Aleppo once, '} 
Where a Malignant, and a turban'd Turk | 4 
Beat a Venetian, and traduc'd the State, N 1 
I took by th' Throat the Circumciſed Dog, 7 
And ſmote him, thus. [Stabs himſelf. 1 
Lod. Oh bloody Period ! 7 9 1 
Gra. All that is ſpoke is marr'd. | 
Orb. J kiſt thee, ere I kill'd thee! No way but this, | 
Killing my ſelf, to die upon a Kiſs. * [Dies. 19 
Caſ. This did I fear, but thought he had no Weapon; 
For he was great of Heart. | 
Lod. Oh Spartan Dog 
More fell than Anguiſh, Hunger, or the Sea! 
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Look on the Tragick Loading of this Bed; 

This is thy work; the object poiſons fight, 

Let it be hid. Gratiano, keep the Houſe, 

And ſeize upon the Fortunes of the Moor, 

For they ſucceed to you. To you, Lord Governor, 
Remains the Cenſure of this helliſh Villain: 

The Time, the Place, the Torture, oh infcrce it. 

My ſelf will ſtraight aboard, and to the State, 
This heavy Act, with heavy Heart, relate. [Exeun, 
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HERE As R. Walker, and his Accomplices, have | 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


LEAR, King of Briten. 
King of France. | 
Duke of Burgundy. 
Duke of Cornwall. 
Duke of Albany. 
Earl of Glo'ſter. 
Earl of Kent, 
Edgar, Son to Glo'ſter. 
Edmund, Baſtard Son to * 
Curan, 4 Courtier. 
- Doctor, 
Fool. 
_ Oſwald, Steward to Gonerill. 
A Captain, employ'd by Edmund, 
Gentleman, Attendant on, Cordelia. 
A Herald, 
Old Man, Tenant to Glo'ſter. | 5 
Servant to Cornwall. 5 
Servants to Glo'ſter. : 


Gonerill, x SC 
Regan, ? Daughters to Lear. 
Cordelia, „ 


Enights attending on the xing, Officers, Meſſengers, 
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1 
SCENE, ibe King's Palace. 
Tier Kent, Glo'ſter, and Edmund the Baſtard, 


KENT, 


Thought, the King had more affected 
the Duke of Albany than Cornwall. 


— 


—— 9 
* 
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now in the Diviſion of the Kingdom, 


mT 
ms 
8 


make choice of either's moiety. - : - 
Kent. Is not this your ſon, my lord? 


Glo, His Breeding, Sir, bath been at my charge. 135 


have ſo often bluſh'd to acknowledge him, that now I 
am braz'd to't. | 

Kent, I cannot conceive you. | 

Glo, Sir, this young fellow's mother could; where- 
upon ſhe grew reund-womb'd.; and had, indeed, Sir, 
a ſon for her cradle, ere ſhe had a husband for her bed, 
Do you ſmell a fault? : 


Glo. It did always ſeem ſo to us: but 


— 


it appears not, which of the Dukes 
he values moſt; for qualities are ſo 
weigh'd, that curioſity in neither can 


— 


Kent. I cannot wiſh the fault undone, the iſſue of it 


being ſo proper. 


Glo, But I have a ſon, Sir, by order of law, ſome 


year elder than this, who yet is no dearer in my ac- 
count; though this knave came ſomewhat ſawcily to 


the world before he was ſent for, yet was his mother . 


fair; there was good ſport at his making, and the whor- 


ſon muſt be acknowlede'd.. Do you know this Noble- 


man, Edmung? 8 5 
| A | * Edm, 


W-.: X TNC LEAR. 
um. No, my lord. | | 828 | 
Glo. My lord of Kent; — 1 

Remember him hereafter as my honourable friend. 
Edm. My ſervices to your lordſhip. 4 
Kent. I muſt love you, and ſue to know you better, 
Edm, Sir, I ſhall ſtudy your deſerving. z ; 
Gio. He hath been out nine years, and away he ſhall 

again. " | Trumpets ſound, within, 

The King is coming. 2h | | 

Enter King Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Gonerill, 
Regan, Cordelia, and Attendants, 
Lear. Attend the lords of France and Burgundy, Gloſter, 
Gig. 1 ſhall,, my Liege. Exit. 
Lear. Mean time we fhall expreſs our darker purpoſe, 

Give me the Map here, Know, we have divided, 

In three, our Kingdom; and 'tis our faſt intent, 

To ſhake all] cares and buſineſs from our age; 

Conferring, them on younger ſtrengths, while we 

Unburthen'd crawl tow'rd death. Our ſon of Cornwall, 

And You, our no leſs loving ſon of Albany, | 

We have this hour a conſtant will to publiſh 

Our daughters ſev'ral Dow'rs, that future ſtrife [gundy, 

Kay be prevented now. The Princes France and Bur- 

Great rivals in our younger daughter's love, | 

Long in our Court have made their am'rous fojourn, 

Andhere are to be anſwer'd. Tell me, Daughters, 

(SInce now we will diveſt us both of rule, = 

Int'reft of territory, cares of ſtate;) 

Which of you, ſha'l we. fay, doth love us moſt ? 

That we our largeſt bounty may extend, 

Where nature doth with merit challenge. Gonerill, 

Our eldeſt born, ſpeak fiſt, 

Gox, I love you, Sir, 

Dearer than eye- ſight, ſpace and liberty; 

Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare; 

No lefs than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour; 

As much as child e'er lov'd, or father found. 2 

A love that makes breath poor, and ſpeech unable, 

Beyond all manner of fo much I love you. a 
Cor. What ſhall Cordelia do? love and be ſilent, [Aſids. 
- Lear, Qfall theſe Bounds, ev'n from this line co this, 

With ſhadowy foreſts and wich champions richd. 


With 


— — —— — — —— — — 


With plenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads, 
We make thee lady. To thine and Altany's iſſue 
Be this perpetual, — What ſays our ſecond daughter, 
Our deareſt Regan. wife of Cornwall? ſpeak, 
.Keg. I'm made of that ſelſ-metal as my ſiſter, 
And prize me at her worth, in my true Heart. 
] find, ſhe names my very deed of love; . 
Only ſhe comes too ſhort: that I profeſs 
My ſelf an enemy to all other joys, | 
W hich the moſt precious ſquare of ſenſe poſſeſſes; 
And find, Jam alone ſelicitate Z | 
In your dear Highaeſs' love. 
Cor. Then poor Cordelia ! [ ſide. 
And yet not fo, ſince, I am ſure my loves 
More pond'rous than my tongue, 
Lear. To thee, and thine, hereditary ever, 
Remain this ample third of our fair Kingdom; 
No lefs in fpace, validity, and pleaſure, 
Than that canfer'd on Gorerill, — Now our joy, 
Although cus laſt, not leaſt; to whofe young love, 
The vines cf France, and mi:k of Burgundy, - 
Strive fo be int'reſs'd: what ſay you, to draw 
A third, more opulent than your ſiſters? ſpeaks, 
Cor. Nothing, my lord. | : 
Tear. Nothing? 
Cor. Nothing. | | 
Lear. Nothing can come of nothing; ſpeak again. 
Cor. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave 
My heart into my mouth: I love your Majeſty 
According to my bond, no more nor leſs. 3 
Tear, How, how, Cordelia? mend your ſpeech a little, 
Leſt you may mar your fortunes, | 
Cor. Good my lord, | 
You have begot me, bred me, lov'd mg. I 
Return thoſe duties back, as are right fic; 
Obey you, love you, and moſt honour you. 
Why have my ſiſters husbands, if they fay, 
They love Fou, all? hap'ly, when I ſhal] wed, 
That lord, whoſe hand muſt take my plight, ſhall carry 
Half my love with him, half my care and duty, 
Sure, I ſhall never marry like my ſiſters, 
To love my father all. ——— x . 
TE A 3 Lear, 


Tear. But goes thy heart with this? 
Cor. Ay, my good lord, 
Lear. So young, and ſo untender ? 
Cor. So young, my lord, and true. | 
Lear. Let it be ſo, thy truth then be thy dower: 
For by the ſacred radiance of the ſun, | 
The myſteries of Hecate, and the right, 
By all the operations of the orbs, 
From whom we do exiſt, and ceaſe to be: 
Here I diſclaim all my psternal care, | 
Propinquity, and properly of blood, 
And as a ſtranger to my heart and me - 
Hold thee, from this, for ever. The barb'rous Scythian, 
Or he that makes his generation, meſles | 
To gorge his appetite; ſhall to my boſom 
Be as well neighbour'd, pitied, and reliey'd, 
As thou, my ſometime daughter, 
Kent. Good my Liege 
Lear. Peace, Kent / 
Come not between the dragon and his wrath, 
I lov'd her moſt, and thought to ſet my Reſt 
On her kind nurs'ry, Hence, avoid my fight !— 
So be my grave my peace, as here I give —_ 
Her f:ther's heart from her; Call France; who ſt'rs? 
Call Furgundy. — Cornwall and Albany, 
With my two daughters dowres, digeſt the third. 
Let pride. which ſhe calls plainneſs, marry her. 
] do inveſt you jointly with my Power, | 
P. eteminence, and all the large effe cts | 
That troop with Majeſty, Our ſelf by monthly courſe, 
With reſervation of an hundred Knights, 
By you to be ſuſtain'd, ſhall our abode 
Make with you by due turns: only retain 
The name and all th' addition to a King: 
The ſway, revenue, execution, . 
Beloved ſons, be yours; which to confirm, | 
This Cor'net part between you. [Giving the Crown 
Kent. Royal Lear, | 
Whom I have ever honour'd as my King, 
Lov'd as my father, as my maſter lows, | 
Ard as my patron thoaght on in my pray'rs — 
| | Lear. 


an, 


r. 


Tear. The bow is bent and drawn, make from the ſhaft, 

Kent. Let it fall rather, though the fork invade 
The region of my heart; be Kent unmannerly, 
When Lear is mad: what would'ſt thou do, old man? 
Think'ſt thou, that duty ſhall have dread to ſpeak, 


When pow'r to flatt'ry bows? to plainneſs Honour 


Is bound, when Majeſty to folly falls. 


Reſerve thy State; with better judgment check 


This hideous raſnneſs; with my life I anſwer, 
Thy youngeſt daughter does not love thee leaſt; 
Nor are thoſe empty-hearted, whoſe low ſound 
Reverbs no hollowneſs. 

Lear. Kent, on thy life no more. 

Kent. My life I never held but as a pawn 
To wage againſt thy foes; nor fear to loſe it, 


Thy ſafety being the motive. 


Lear, Out of my ſight! 
Kent. See better, Lear, and let me ſtill remain 
The true blank of thine eye. 
Lear. Now by Apollo 
Kent, Now by Apollo, King, 
Thou ſwear'ſt thy gods in vain, | 
Tear. O vaſſal! miſcreant! —m——_ A 
[ Laying his hand on his ſword, 
Alb, Corn. Dear Sir, forbear. 
Rent. Kill thy phyſician, and thy fee beſtow 
Upon the foul diſeaſe; revoke thy doom, 


„ 


Or whilſt I can vent clamour from my throat, 
I'Il tell thee thou doſt evil. | 


Lear, Hear me, recreant! ._ | | 
Since thou haſt ſought to make us break our vow, 
Which we durſt never yet; and with ſtrain'd pride, 
To come betwixt our ſentence and our power; 
(Which nor our nature, nor our place, can bear;) 
Our potency made good, take thy reward. 

Five days we do allot thee for proviſion, 


To ſhield thee from diſaſters of the world; 


And, on the ſixth, to turn thy hated back 
Vang our Kingdom if, the tenth day following, 
Thy baniſh'd trunk be found in our dominions, 


The moment is thy death: away! By Fupiter, 


This ſhall not be revok'd. 
8 e A + Kent. 
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Een. Farethee well, King; ſith thus thou wilt appeas, 
' Freedom lives hence, and baniſhment is here; 
The gods to their dear ſhelter take thee, maid, 
Thas juſtly think'ft, and haſt moſt rightly ſaid; 
And your 1 5 7 ſpeeches may your deeds ap rove, 
That good effects may ſpring from words of love: 
Thus Kent, O Princes, bids you all adieu, 
He'll ſhape his old courſe in a country new. 2. 
Enter Glo'ſter, with France aud . and 
Atttendants. 
Gb. Here's France and Burgundy, my noble lord. 
Lear, My lord of Burgundy, 
We firſt addreſs tow'rd you, who with this King 
Have riyall'd for our daughter ; what at leaſt 
Will you require in preſent dowre with her, 
Or ceaſe your queſt of love: 
Bur. Moſt royal Majeſty, 
I crave no more than what your Highneſs offer d, 
Nor will ycu tender leſs, 2 
Lear. Right noble Burgundy, 
When ſhe was dear to us, we held her ſo; 
| But now her price is falPn: Sir, there ſhe lands, 
If auvght within that little ſeeming, ſubſtance, 
Or all of it with our diſpleaſure piec'd, 
And nething more, may fitly like _ Grace, | 
She's there, and the is Fours, 
Bur. I know no anſwer, 
Lear. Will you with thoſe ke owes, 
Unfriended, new- adopted to our hate. | 
Dowr'd with our curſe, ard anger d with our oath, 
Take her, or leave her? 
Bur. Pardon, royal Sir; 
Election makes not up on ſuch conditions, [me, 
Lear. Then leave her, Sir; for by the pow'r that made 
I tell you all ber wealth, — For you, great King, 
| To France, 
I would not from your love make ſuch a ſtray, 
To match you where I hate; therefore beſeech ow: 
II ayert your liking a more worthy way 
Than on a wretch, whom nature is aſham'd 
Abnoſt t' acknowledge hers. | | 


E This is moſt ſtrange! . 
8 ? That 


* 


® 


- 


KING LEAR. 5 
That ſhe, who ev'n but now was your beſt object, 
Your Praiſe's argument, balm of your age, 
Deareſt and beſt; ſhould in this trice of time 
Commit a thing ſo monſtrous, to diſmantle. 
So many folds of favour! ſure her offence 
Muſt be of ſuch unnatural degree, 
That monſters it; or your fo e-voucht affetion 
Fall'n into taint: which to believe of her, 
Muſt be a faith, that reaſon without miracle 
Should never plant in me, | | 
- Cor, 1 yet beſeech your Majeſty, 
(If, for 1 want that glib and oily art, 


To ſpeak and purpoſe not; ſince what I well intend, 


I'll do't before I ſpeak.) that you make known 
tt is no vicious blot, murder, or foulneſs, 
No unchaſte action, or diſhonour'd ſtep, | 
That hath depriv'd me of your grace and favour ; 
But ev'n for want of that, for which l'm richer, 
A ſtill ſoliciting eye, and ſuch a tongue, 
That I am glad I've not; though, not to have it, 
Hath loſt me in your liking, | 
Lear. Better thou | | 
Hadſt nat been born, than not have pleas'd me better. 
France, Is it but this? a tardineſs in nature, 
W hich often leaves the hiſtory unſpoke, 
That it intends to do ? my lord of Burgundy, 
What ſay you to the lady ? love's not love, 
When it is mingled with regards, that ſtand 
Aloof from th'intire point, Say, will you have her: 
She is her ſelf a dowry, 
Bur. Royal King, | . 
Give but that portion which your ſelf propos'd, 
And here rake Cordelia by the hand, . 
Dutcheſs of Burgundy. | 
Lear, Nothing: I've ſworn, 
Bur. I'm ſorry then, you have ſo loſt a father, 
That you muſt loſe a husband. | 
Cor, Peace be with Burgundy, 
Since..that reſpects of fortune are his love, 
1 ſhall not be his wife. | 
France. Faireſt Cordelia, that art moſt rich, being poor, 
Moft choice, forſaken ; and moſt lov'd, deſpis'd! + 
d : F = | Tk 
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Thee and thy virtues here 1 ſeize upon; 

Be't la wful, I take up what's caſt away. 

Gods, Gods! tis ſtrange, that from their cold'ſt neglect 
My love ſhould kindle to iuflam'd reſpect. En 
Thy dow'rleſs daughter, King, thrown to my chance, 

Is Queen of us, of ours, and our fair France: 

Not all the Dukes of wat'riſh Burgundy | 

Can buy this unpriz'd, precious, maid of me. 
Bid them farewel, Cordelia, tho' unk ind; 

Thou loſeſt here, a better where to find. | 

Lear. Thou haft her, France; let her be thine, for we 

Have no ſuch daughter; nor ſhall ever ſee N 
That face of. hers again; therefore be gone 

Without our grace, our loye, our benizon : Ex 
C me, noble Burgundy. [ Flouriſh, Exeunt Lear 
land Burgundy. 
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France. Bid farewell to your ſiſters. 
Cor. Ye jewels of our father, with wafh'd eyes 
| Cordelia leaves you: I know what you are, 
And, like a ſiſter, am moſt loth to call | 
Your faults, as they are nam'd. Love well our father: 
| To your profeſſing boſoms I commit him; 
| Bur yet, alas! ftood I within his grace, 
| I would prefer him to a better place. 
| So farewel to you both. 
Reg. Preſcribe not us our duty. 
| Gen, Let your ſtudy | 
Be to contenr your lord, who hath receiv'd you 
| At fortune's alms; you have obedience ſcanted, - | 
And wellare worth the Want that you have wanted, 
Cor. Time ſhall unfold what plaited cunning hides, 
Who covers faults, at laſt with ſhame derides. 
Well may you proſper! | 
France, Come, my fair Cordelia. Ex. Fra. and Cor. 
Gon. Siſter, it is not little I've to ſay, 
Of what moſt nearly appertains to us both; 
I think, our father will go hence to night. 
Reg. That's certain, and with you; next month with us. 
Gon. You ſee how full of changes his age is, the ob- 
ſer vation have made of it hath not been little; he 
always lov'd our ſiſter moſt, and with what poor judge- 
ment he hath now caſt her off, appears too groſsly 


KING LEAR ͤ 
Reg. Tis the infirmity of his age; yet he hath ever 


but ſlenderly known himſelf, 
Gon. The beſt and ſoundeſt of his time hath been but 


raſh; then muſt we look, from his age, to receive not 
alone the imperfections of long-ingrafred condition but 


therewithal the unruly waywardneſs, that infirm and 


cholerick years bring with them, 


Reg. Such unconſtant ſtarts are we like to have from 
bim, as this of Ken's baniſnment. 8 

Gon. There is further compliment of leave-takipg be- 
tween France and him; pray you, let us hit together: if 
our father carry authority with Such diſpoſition as he 
bears, this laſt ſurrender of his will but offend us. 

Reg. We ſhall further thi k of it. Ss 
Gon. We muſt do ſomething, and i' th' heat, [Zxe. 


SCE N E changes to a caſtle belonging to the Earl of 
1 Glo'ſter.. 
Enter Edmund, with a Letter. 

Edm. Thou, Nature, art my Goddeſs; to thy law 
My ſervices are bound; wherefore ſhould li 
Stand in the plague of cuſtom, and permit 
The curteſie of nations, to deprive me, | 
For that I am ſome twelve or fourteen moon- hines 
Lag of a brother? Why baffard? wherefore baje 2 
When my dimenſions are as well compact, 

My mind as gen'rous, and my ſhape as true, 

As honeſt Madam's iſſue? why brand they us 
With baſe? with baſeneſs? baſtardy ? bafe, .bafe ? 
Who, in the luſty ſtealth of nature, take 

More compoſition and herce quality ; 

Than doth, within a dull, ſtale, tired bed, 

Go to creating a whole tribe of fops, | 

Gor "tween aſleep and wake? Well then, 
Legitimate Edgar, I muſt have ycur land; 

Our father's love is to the baſtard Edmund, 

As to th' legitimate; fine word legitimate — 
Well, my legitimate, if this letter ſpeed, | 
And my invention thrive, Eamund the baſe 

Shall be th' legitimate — I grow, I proſper, 


Now, Gods, ſtand up for baſtards! 


/ 
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To him, Enter Glo'ſter. | 

Slo. Kent baniſh'd thus! and France in choler parted! 
And the King gone to night! ſubſcrib'd his pow'r! 
Confin'd to exhibition! all is gone | 
Upon the gad ! — Edmund, how now? what news? 
_ Eqm. So pleaſe your Jordſhip, none. | 
VVV - [ Putting up the letrer. 

Glo. Why ſo earnefily ſeek you to put up that letter 
Edm. I know no news, my lord. | 
Glo. What paper were you reading? 
Fam. Nothing my lord. | 

Glo. No! what needed then that terrible diſpatch of 
it into your pocket? the quality of nothing hath not 


fhch need to hide it ſelf, Let's ſee; come, if it be 


nothing, I ſhall not need ſpectacles. | . 
Edm. I beſeech you, Sir, pardon me, it is a letter ffom 
my brother, that l have not all o'er- read; and for fo much 
as] have perus'd, 1 find it not fit for your o' er- looking. 
Glo. Give me the letter, Sir. | | 
Edm. I ſhall offend, either to detain, or give it? the 
contents, as in part J underſtand them, are to blame. 
610. Let's ſee, let's fee. : 


* — 


Edm. | hope, for my brother's juſtification, he wrote 
this but as an eſſay, or taſte of my virtue, 

Glo, reads, |] This policy and reverence of ages makes the 
wdrid Litter to the beſt of our times; keeps our fortunes from 
us, till our oldneſs cannot reliſh them, 1 begin to find an idle 

and find bondage in the oppreſſion of aged tyranny ; which 
wa ys, net as it hath power, but as it is ſuffered, Come to 
me, that of this I may ſpeak more. If our father would 
Heep riil I wak'd him, you ſhould enjoy half his revenue for 
ever, and live the beloved of your brother Edgar. 
Hum Conſpiracy ! —— ſleep, till I wake him 
vou ſhould enjoy half his revenue My ſon Edgar! 
had he a hand to write this! a heart and brain to breed it 


in! When came this to you; who brought it? 


Edm. It was not brought me, my lord; there's the 
cunning of it, I found it thrown in at the caſement 
of my cloſet. >. 

Glo. Von know the character to be your brother's ? 

EAam. It the matter were good, my lord, I durſt ſwear, 

| Lg it 
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it were his; but in reſpect of that, I would fain think, 
it were not. ; | 
Glo. It is his. | | 

Edm. It is his Band, my lord; I hope, his heart mw 
not in the contents, . 

Glo. Has he never before ſounded you in this buſineſs ? 

Edm, Never, my lord. But I have heard him oft 
maintain it to be fit, that ſons at perfect age, and fa- 
thers declining, the father ſhould be as a ward to the 
ſon, and the ſon manage his revenue. 

Slo. O villain, villain! his very opinion in the let- 
ter. Abhorred villain ! unnatural, deteſted, brutiſh vil- 
lain! worſe than brutiſh ! Go, ficrah, ſeek him; 1'11 
apprehend him. Abominable villain! where is he? 
Edm. 1 do not well know, my lord; if it ſhall pleaſe 
you to ſuſpend yore indignation againſt my brother, till 
you can derive from him better teſtimony of his intent, 
you ſhould run a certain courſe; where, if you violently 
proceed againſt him, miſtaking his purpoſe, it would 
make a great gap in your own honour, and fhake in 
Pieces the heart of his obedience. I dare pawn down 
my lite for him, that he hath writ this to feel my affec- 
tion to your Honour, and to no other pretence of danger. 
Glo. Think you ſo? 

Edm. If your Honour judge it meet, I wilt place you 
where you ſhall hear us confer of this, and by an au- 
ricular aſſurance have your ſatisfaction: and that, with- 
out any further delay than this very evening. 

Olo. He cannot be ſuch a monſter. 

Edm. Nor is not, ſure, 
Glo. To his Father, that ſo tenderly and entirely loves 
him Heav'n and Earth! Edmund, ſeek him out; 
wind me into him, I pray you; frame the buſineſs af- 
ter your own wiſdom, I would unftate myſelf, to be 
in a due reſolution. 

Em. I will ſeek him, Sir, preſently :' convey the 
buſineſs as I ſhall find means, and acquaint you withal, 

Glo.Theſe late eclipſes in the ſun and moon portend no 
good to us; the' the wiſdom of nature can reaſon it thus 
and thus, yet nature finds it ſelf ſcourg'd by the frequent 
effects. Love cools, friendſhip falls off, brothers divide. 
In cities, mutinies; in countries, diſcord ; in Palaces, 


ew 


pleaſure in him, by word or countenance } 
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treaſon; and the bond crack'd *twixt ſon and father, This 
villain of mine comes under the prediction, there's ſon 
againſt father; the King f. lls from biaſs of nature, there's 
father againſt child, We have ſeen the beſt of our time. 
Machinations, hollowneſs, treachery, and all ruinous 
diſorders follow us diſquietly to our graves! Find out this 
villain, Edmund; it ſhall loſe thee nothing, do it care- 
fully and the noble and true-hearted Kent ba- 
niſh'd! his offence, Honeſty, Tis ſtrange, Exit. 
| | Manet Edmund, | 5 

Edm This is the excellent foppe:y of the world, that, 
when we are ſick in fortune, (often the ſurfeits of our 
own behaviour) we make guilty of our diſaſters, the ſun, 
the moon and ſtars; as if we were villains on neceſſity; 
fools, by heavenly compulſion; knaves, thieves, ard 
treacherous, by ſpherical predominance; drunkards, ly- 
ars and adulterers, by an inforc'd obedience of plane- 
tary influence; and al]; that we are evil in, by a divine 


thruſting on. An admirable evaſion of whore-maſter 


Man, to lay his goztiſh diſpoſition on the charge of a 
ſtar! my father compounded with my mother under the 
Dragon's tail, and my nativity was under Urſa major; {0 


that it follows, I am rough and lecher: us. 1 ſhould have 


been what Jam, had the maidenlieſt ſtar in the firma- | 


ment twinkled on my baſtardizing. 5 | 


To him, Enter Edgar. 


Pat! — he comes, like the Cataſtrophe of the old co- 


medy ; my cue is villanous Melancholy, with a ſigh like 
Tom o Bedlam — O, theſe eclipſes portend theſe divi- 
ſions! fa, ſo), la, me | 

Edg. How now, brother Edmund, what ſerious con- 
templation are you in ? | 

Edm. I am thinking, brother, of a prediction I read 
this other day, what ſhould follow theſe eclipſes. 

Edg. Do you buſy-your ſeif with that? 

Edm. I promiſe you, the effects, he writes of, ſuc- 
ceed unhappily, When ſaw you my father laſt? 

Edg. The night gone by. | | 


Edm, Spake you with him? 


Fag. Ay, two hours together. | 
Edm. Parted you in good terms, found you no diſ- 


Eag.. 


XING LEAR. 15 

Edg. None at all. 

Edm. Bethink your ſelf, wherein you have offended 
him: and, at my intreaty, forbear his preſence, until 
ſome little time hath qualified the heat of his diſpleaſure ; 
which at -this inſtant ſo rageth in him, that with the 
miſchief of your perſon it would ſcarcely allay. 

Edg. Some vil'ain hath done me wrong. 

Edm.That's my fear; I pray you, have a continent for- 
bearance *till the ſpeed of his rage goes ſlower: and as I 
ſay, retire with me to my lodging, from whence I will 
fitly bring you to hear my lord ſpeak: pray you, go, 
there's my key: if you do ſtir abroad, go arm'd. 

Edg. Arm'd, brother! | 
Em. Brother, I adviſe you to the beſt; Iam no honeſt 
man, if there be any good meaning toward you : I have 
told you what I have ſeen and heard, but faintly; no- 
thing like the image and horror of it; pray you, away. 

Edg. Shall I hear from you anon ? Exit. 

Edm. | do ſerve you in this buſineſs: 

A credulous father, and a brother noble, 

W hoſe nature is ſo far from doing harms, 

That he ſuſpects none; on whoſe fooliſh honefty 
My practices ride eaſie: I ſee the buſineſs, 

Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit; 
All with me's meet, that I can faſhion fit. [Exit 


SCENE, the Duke of Albany's Palace. 


Enter Gonerill, and Steward. 
Gon. Did my father ſtrike my gentleman for chiding 
of his fool? | ' 
Stew, Ay. madam, 
Gon. By day and night, he wrongs me; every hour 
He flaſhes into one groſs crime or other, 
That ſets us all at odds; I'll not endure it: 
His Knights grow riotous, and bimſelf upbraids us 
On ev'ry trifle, When he returns from hunting, 
I will not ſpeak with him; ſay, I am ſick. 


If you come flack of former ſervices, 


You ſhall do well; the fault of it I'll anfwer. 
Stew, He's coming, madam, I hear him. 
Gon. Put on what weary negligence you pleaſe, 
You and your fellows : I'd have it come to * 
i | | 1 
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If he diſtaſte it, let him to my ſiſter, 


Whoſe mind and mine, I know, in that are one, 
Not to be over-rul'd : Idle old Man, 


That ſtill would manage thoſe Authorities, LB 


That he hath giv'n away! — Now, by my Life, 

Old Fools are _ again; and muſt be uſed 

With Checks, like Flatt'rers when they're ſeen t'abuſe ust 

Remember, what I have ſaid. 

Stew. Very well, madam. | 
Gon. And let his Knights have colder looks among 

you: what grows of it, no matter; adviſe your fe]- 


ſows ſo: I'll write ſtrait to my ſiſter to hold my 
courſe : prepare for dinner, 2 


SCENE changes te an open Place before the Palage. 


. Enter Kent diſguis d. 
Kent. If but as well 1 other accents borrow, 
And can my ſpeech diffuſe, my ou intent 
May carry thro' it ſelf to that full iſſue, | 
For which I raz'd my likeneſs. Now, baniſh'd Kent, 
If thou can'ſt ſerve where thou doft ſtand condemn'd, 
So may it come, thy maſter, whom thou loy'ſt, | 
Shall find thee full of labour s. . 
Horns within. Enter Lear, Knights and Attendants. 
Lear. Let me not ſtay a jot for dinner, go, get it ready: 
How now, what art thou? | [To Kent, 
Kent, A man, Sir. | 5 
Lear. What doſt thou profeſs? what would'ſt thou 
with us? | 
Kent, I do prefefs to be no leſs than I ſeem; to 
ſerve him truly, that will put me in truſt; to love him 
that is honeſt; to converſe with him that is wiſe and 


ſays little; to fear judgment; to fight when I cannot 


chuſe, and to eat no fiſh. 
Lear, What art thou ? h 
Kent. A very honeſt-hearted fellow, and as poor a 


he King. 


Lear, If thou beeſt as poor for a ſubject, as he is for 

a King, thou art poor enough. What would'ſt thou? 

Kent. Service. | 

Tear. Whom wowd'fſt thou ſerye? 
Font, You, 


- Lear, 
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Tear. Doſt thou know me, fellow? | | 

Kent. No, Sir, but you have that in yeur counte- 
nance, Which I would fain call maſter, 55 
Tear. What's that? | | 

Kent, Authority, 

Lear. What ſervices canſt thou do? 6 

Kent. I can keep honeſt counſels, ride, run, marr 4 
curious tale in telling it, and deliver a plain meſlage 
bluntly : that which ordinary men are fit for, I am 
qualify'd in; and the beſt of me is diligence, | 

Lear. How old art thou? | | | 

Kent. Not ſo young, Sir, to love a woman for ſing- 
ing; nor ſo old, to doat on her for any thing, I have 
years on my back forty eight. | * 
Lear. Follow me, thou ſhalt ſerve me; if I like thee 
no worſe after dinner, I will not part from thee yet. 
Dinner, ho, dinner —where's my knave} my fool? 
go you, and call my fool hither, You, you, ſirrah, 
where's my daughter ? | N C9 

— Fer Steward. - - 

Stew, So pleaſe you | : 

Tear. What ſays the fellow there? call the clotpole 
back: where's my fool, ho?——1 think, the world's 
aſleep: how now? where's that mungre! ? 75 

- Knight, He ſays, my lord, your daughter is not well: 
Lear. Why came not the flaye back to me when 1 
call'd him? Tos 1 

Knight. Sir, he anſwer'd me in the roundeſt man- 
ner, he would not. 2 

Lear. He would not? 

Knight, My lord, I know not what the matter is; but 
to my Judgment, your Highneſs is not entertain'd with 
that ceremonious affection as you were wont; there's 
a great abatement of kindnefs appears as well in the 
general dependants, as in the Duke himfelf alſo, and 
your daughter, - | 

Lear. Ha! ſay'ſt thou ſo ? | 

Knight, 1 beſeech you pardon me, my lord, if I be 
miſtaken; for my duty cannot be ſilent, when I think 
your Highneſs is wrong'd, | | 

Lear. Thou but remember'ſt me of my own concep- 
tion, I haveperceiy'da mot faint negle& of late, which 
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I have rather blamed as my own jealous curioſity, than 


as a very pretence and purpoſe of unkindneſs; I will 
look further into't; but where's my foo! ? 1 have not 


| ſeen him theſe two days. 


Knight. Since my young lady's going into Frazee, 


Sir, the fool hath much pined away. 


Lear. No more of that, I have noted it well; go you 
and tell my daughter, I would ſpeak with her, Go you, 
call hither my foo}, O, you, Sir, come you hither, 
Sir; who am I, Sir? 

Enter Steward. 

Stew. My lady's father. | 
Tear. My lady's father? my lord's knave !-—— you 
whorſon dog, you flave, you cur. 70 

Stew. lam none of thefe, my lord; I beſeech your 
pardon. rt EL TNT „ 

Tear. Do you bandy looks with me, you raſcal ? 
4: | | [ Striking him, 
Stew, I'll not be ſtruck, my lord. . 
Kent. Nor tript neither, you baſe foot- ball player. 
5 Tripping up his heels. 
Tear. 1 thank thee, fellow. Thou ſerv'ſt me and 
I'il love thee. 


Kent. Come, Sir, ariſe, away; I'll teach you differen- 


ces: away, away; if you will meaſure your lubber's 
length again, tarry; but away, go to: have you wiſ⸗ 
dom? fo, —— [Puſhes the Steward out. 


Tear. Now, my friendly knave, I thank thee; there's 
earneſt of thy ſervice. 8 | 


To them, Enter Fool. 
Fcol, Let me hire him too, here's my coxcomb, 
p : [Giving his cap. 
Tear. How now, my pretty knave? how do'ſt thou? 
Fool, Sirrah, you were beſt take my coxcomb. 
Kent, Why? my boy? ON 
Fool, Why? for taking one's part, that is out of fa- 
your; nay, an thou canſt not ſmile as the wind ſits, 
thou'lt catch cold ſhortly. There, take my coxcomb; 
why, this fellow has baniſh'd two of his eee 
did the third a bleſſing againſt his will; if thou follow 
him, thou muſt needs wear my coxcomb. How now, 


nuncle? would, I had two coxcombs, and two daughters. 


Lear. 
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And thou ſhalt have more 


comes to: he will not believe a fool. [To Kent. 


Lear. No Jad, teach me. „ 


The One, in motley here; the Other, found out there. 
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Tear. Why, my boy? | 
Fool. If 1 give them all my living, I'll keep my 

coxcomb my ſelf; there's mine, beg another of thy 

daughters, . 

Lear, Take heed, Sirr:h, the whip, . ; 

Fool. Truth's a dog muſt to kennel, he muſt be whip'd 
out, when the lady brach may ſtand by th' fire and ſtink. 

Lear, A peſtilent gall to me. - 

Fool. Sirrah, I'll teach thee a ſpeech, {To Kent. 

E209, DS; | 

Fool. Mark it, nuncle; 

Have more than thou ſhoweſt, | | 

Speak leſs than thou knoweſt, 

Lend leſs than thou oweſt, 

Ride more than thou goeſt, 

Learn more than thou troweſt, 

Set leſs than thou throweſt, 

Leave thy drink and thy whore, 

And keep within door, 
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Than two tens to a ſcore, 
Kent. This is nothing, fool, | 
Fool. Then it is like the breath of an unfeed lawyer, 
you gave me nothing for't; can you make no uſe of 
nothing, nuncle ? SS | 
Lear. Why, no, boy; nothing can be made out of 
nothing. „ 
Fool. Pry'thee, tell him, ſo much the rent of his land 


Lear. A bitter fool! 
Fool. Doſt thou know the difference, my boy, be- 
tween a bitter fool and a ſweet one? 


Fool, That Lord, that counſel'd thee to give away thy 
Come, place him here by me! do Thou for him ſtand; 
The ſweet and bitter Fool will preſently appear, 


Lear. Doſt thou call me foo}, boy ? 
Fool. All thy other titles thou haſt given away; that 
thou waſt born with. . | 
Kent. This is not altogether fool, my lord. | 
Fool, No, faith; Lords, and great men will not let 
. | me 


__ AING LEAR. 


me; if I had a monopoly on't, they would have part 


..on't : nay, the Ladies too, they'll not let me have 


all fool to my ſelf, they'll be fnatching. 
Give me an egg, nuncle, and I'll give thee two crowns, 

Lear. What two crowns: ſhall they be? 

Fool. Why, after I have cut the egg 1'th* middle and eat 
up the meat, the two crowns of the egg: when thou 
cloveſt thy Crown i*th* middle and gav'ſt away both 
parts, thou bor'ſt thine aſs on thy back o'er the dirt; thou 


haad'ſt little wit in thy bald crown, when thou gav'ſt thy 


golden one away : if L ſpeak like my ſelf in this, let him 
be whip'd that rt finds it ſo. | | 
Fools ne er had loſs grace in a year, [Singing, 
For wiſemen are grown foppiſh ; 
And knew not how their wits to wear, 
Their manners are ſo apiſh. 
Lear, When were you wont to be ſo full of ſongs, 
frrah? LE 
Fool. I have uſed it, nuncle, e'er ſince thou mad'ſt 
thy daughters thy mothers; for when thou gay'ſt them 
the rod, and put'ſt down thine own breeches, 


Then they for ſudden joy did weep, [Singing, + 


And 1 for ſarrow ſung; | 
That ſuch a King ſhould play bo-peep, 
And go the fools among. 


- Pr'ythee, nuncle, keepa ſchool-maſter-that can teach thy 


fool to lye; I would fain learn to lye. 


Tear. If you lye, ſirrah, we'll have you whipt. 


Fool. I marvel, what kin thou and thy daughters are: 


they'll have me whipt for ſpeaking true, thou'lt have me 
whipt for lying; and ſometimes, I am whipt for holding 
my peace. I had rather be any kind o' thing than a fool, 
and yet I would not be thee, nuncle; thou haſt pared thy 
wit.o'both ſides, and left nothing i' th* middle: here 
comes one 0'th' parings; 8 


To them, Enter Gonerill. 


. . Lear. How now, daughter, what makes that frontlet 


on? youare too much of late i'th' frown. 


Foal. Thou waſt a pretty fellow, when thou hadſt no 


need to care for her frowning ; now thou art an O with- 
out a figure; I am better than thou art now; I ama fool, 


thou art nothing. Ye fo rſooth, I will hold my 
; 2 | tongue; 
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tongue; [To Gonerill.] fo your face bids me, tho' your 

ſay nothing. . 
Mum, mum, he that keeps nor cruſt nor crum, Singing. 
Weary of all, ſhall want fome. 

That's a ſheal'd peafcodi 
Gon, Not only, Sir, this your all-licens'd fool, 

But other of your inſolent retinue, 

Do hourly carp and quarrel, breaking forth 

In rank; and. not to be endured riots. 

thought by making this well known unto you, 

T'have found a ſafe redreſs; but now grow fearful, 

By what your ſelf too late have ſpoke and done, 

That you protect this courſe, and put it on 

By your allowance; if you ſhould, the fault 

Would not 'ſcape cenfure, nor the redreſfes ſleep ;, 

Which in the tender of a wholſome yeal, 

Might in their working..do you that offence, 

(Which elſe were ſhame, ) that then neceſſity 

Will call diſcreet proceeding. 

Fool. For you know, nuncle, 


The hedge-ſparrow fed the Cuckoo ſo long, 


That. it had its head bit off by its Young 


So out went the candle, we were left darkling. 
Lear. Are you our _— wr? 7 
Gon, 1 would, you would make uſe of your good wil- 

Whereof I know you are fraught, and put away 

Theſe diſpoſitions, which. of late tranſport you 


From what you rightly are, | 
Fool. May not an Aſs know when the cart draws 


the horſe ? whoop, Fug, I love thee. 


Lear. Does any here know me? this is not Tear: 
* Lear walk thus? ſpeak thus? where are his eyes? 
Either his notion weakens, his diſcernings = 
Are lethargied —— Ha! waking —— tis not ſo; 
Who is it that can tell me who I am? | 
Lear's ſhadow? I would learn; for by the marks 
Of ſovereignty, of knowledge, and of reaſon, 

I ſhould be falſe perſuaded I had daughters. 
Your name, fair getitlewoman ? <omu—_—_ 

Gon, This admiration, Sir, is much o' th' favour 
Of other your new pranks, I do beſeech you, 
To, underſtand my purpoſes arighllt. 

„ | To 
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Alb. Pray, Sir be patient. 
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You, as you're old and reverend, ſhould be wiſe, 
Here do you keep a hundred Knights and Squires, | 
Men ſo diforder'd, ſo debauch'd and bold, 
That this our Court, infected wi:h their manners, 
Shews like a rioteus Inn; Epicuriſm and luſt 
Make it more like a tavern or a brothel, 
Than a grac'd palace. Shame it ſelf doth ſpeak 
For inſtant remedy. Be then deſir'd 5 
By her, that elſe will take the thing ſhe begs, 
Ot fifty to diſquantity your train; 
And the remainders, that ſhall ſtill depend, 
To be ſuch men as may beſort your age, 
And know themſelves and you. | 

Lear. Darkneſs and devils! ED 
Saddle my horſes, call my train together, ———— 
Degen'rate baſtard! I'll not trouble thee ; 
Yet have I left a daughter. 4 | 

Gon. You ſtrike my people, and your diſorder'd rabble 
Make ſervants of their betters. 

TJ) them, Enter Albany. [come ? 

Lear. Woe ! that too late repents — O, Sir, are you 

Is it your will, ſpeak, Sir? prepare my horſes, —— T 
[To Alb. 

Ingratitude! thou marble-hearted fiend, | 7 
More hideous when thou ſhew'ſt thee in a child, 5 


* 


Than the ſea-monſter. | | 


Tear. Deteſted kite! thou lieſt. [To Gonerill. 
My train are men of choice and rareſt parts, 
That all particulars of duty know; 
And in the moſt exact regard ſupport | 
The worſhips of their names. O moſt ſmall fault! 
How uply didſt thou in Cordelia ſhew ! 
W hich, like an engine, wrencht my frame of nature 
From the fixt place; drew from my heart all love, 
And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear“ | 
Beat at this gate that let thy folly in, | Striking his head, 
And thy dear judgment out. — Go, go, my people. 
Alb. My lord, I'm guiltleſs, as I'm ignorant, 
Of what hath moved you. . 
Lear. It may be ſo, my Lord —— | 
Hear, Nature, hear; dear Goddeſs, hear a Father! 
" rs | | Suſpend 
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Suſpend thy purpoſe, if thou didſt intend 

To make this creature fruitful : 

Into her womb convey ſterility, _ 

Dry up in her the organs of increaſe, 

And from her derogate body never ſpring 

A Babe to honour her! If ſhe muſt teem, 

Create her child of ſpleen, that it may live, 

And be a thwart diſnatur'd torment to her; 

Let it ſtamp wrinkles in her brow of youth, 

With cadent tears fret chanels in her cheeks : 

Turn all her mother's piins and benefits 

To laughter and contempt; that ſhe may feel, 

How ſharper than a ſerpent's tooth it is, . 

To have a thankleſs child. Go, go, my People. 
Alb. Now, Gods, that we adore, whereof comes this? 
Gon, Never afflict your ſelf to know of it: 

But let his diſpoſition have that ſcope, : 


That dotage gives it. | . 
Lear. What, fifty of my followers at a clap ? 


within a fortnight 2 = N 


Alb. What's the matter, Sir? | 
Lear. I tell thee--- life and death! I am aſham'd, 
That thou haſt power to ſhake my manhood thus; 
3 3 [To Gon, 
That theſe hot tears, which break from me perforce, 
Shouldi make thee worth them, — blaſts and fogs upon 
mn—_ | | 
Th' untented woundings of a father's curſe 
Pierce eyery ſenſe about thee! Old fond eyes, 
Beweep this Cauſe again, I'll pluck ye out, 
And caſt you, with the waters that you loſe, 
To temper clay. Ha! is it come to this ? 
Let it be ſo: I have another daughter, 
Who, I am ſure, is kind and comfortable; 
When ſhe ſhall hear this of thee, with her nails 
She'll flea thy wolfifh viſage. Thou ſhalt find, 
That I'll reſume the ſhape, which thou doſt think 
I have caſt off for ever. [Ex. Lear and attendants. 
Gon. Do you mark that ? 1 
Alb, I cannot be ſo partial, Gonerill, 
To the great love I bear you. 
Gon, Pray you, be content, What, Oſwald, ho! 
5 | You, 
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You, Sir, more knave than fool, after vour mafter; 
Fool, Nuncle Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry, take the fool 

A Fox, when one has caught her, [with thee; 

And ſuch a daughter, | 

Should ſure to the ſlaughter, 

If my cap would buy a halter, 

Softhe fool follows after. | [Exit] 
Gon. This man hath had good counſel, — a hundred 

»Tis politick, and ſafe, to let him keep Knights! 

A hundred Knights; yes, that on ev'ry dream, 

Each buz, each fancy, each complaint, diflike, 

He may enguard his dotage with their pow'rs, 

And hold our lives at mercy. Oſwald, I ſay. 
Alb. Well, you may fear too far; —— 
Gon. Safer F tn truſt too far. 

Let me ſtill take away the harms I fear, | 

Not fear ſtill te be harm'd. 1 know his heart; 

What he hath uteer'd, I have writ my ſiſter; 

If ſhe'll fuſtain him and his hundred Knights, 

When I have ſhew'd th' unfitneſs — 

Enter Steward. 
ow now, Oſwald? > | 

What, have you writ that letter to my ſiſter ? 
Stew, Ay, Madam. | | 
Gon. Take you ſome company, and away to horſes 

Inferm her full of my particular fears, 

And thereto add ſuch reaſons of your ewn, 

As may compact it more. So get you gone, 


And haſten your return. [Exit Steward, 
— No, no, my lord, | 
This milky gentleneſs and courſe of yours, . 


Though 1 condemn it not, yet, under pardon, 
You are much more at task for want of wiſdom, 
Than prais'd for harmful mildn ess. 

Alb, How far your eyes may pierce, I cannot tell; 
Striving to better, oft we mar what's well, 

Gon. Nay, then 

Alb. Well, well, th' event. [Exount, 
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£ CENE, à Court-Yard belonging to the Duke of 
Albany's Palace. 


Re-enter Lear, Kent, Gentleman and Fool. 

Lear, Go you before to Glo'ſter with theſe letters: 
acquaint my daughter no further with any thing you 
kaow, than comes from her demand out of the let- 
ter; it your diligence be not ſpeedy, I ſhall be there 
afore you. | 

Kent. I will not fleep, my lord, 'till I have delivered 
your letter, 

Fool, If a man's brain were in 9 heels, wer't not 
in danger of kibes? 

Lear. Ay, boy. 

Fool. Then, I pr'ythee, be merry, thy wit ſhall not 

flip-ſhod. 

Lear. Ha, ha, ha, 

Fool. Shalt ſee, thy other Haughter will uſe 1 
kindly; for though ſhe's as like this as a crab's like 
an apple, yet 1 can tell what 1 can tell. 

Lear. What can'ſt tell, boy? 

Fool, She will taſte as like this, as a crab PLS to a 
crab, Can'ft thou tell, why one's noſe ſtands i'th 
middle of one's face} 

Laar. No. 

Fool, W hy, to keep one's eyes of either fide one's 
noſe; that what a man cannot ſmell out, he may ſpy 

Lear, 1 did ther wrong into. 

Fool. Can'ft tell how an der makes his Mell? 

Lear. No, 


Fool. Nor I neither; but vi can * Why a ſnail has 


2 houſe. 
Lear, Why? 
Fool. Why, to put's head i in, not to give it away ta 
his daughters, and leave his horns without a caſe, 

Lear. I will forget my nature: ſo kind a father! be 
my herſes ready? 

Fool. Thy aſſes are gone about em; the rodfon, why 
the ſeven ſtars are no more than ſeven, isa pretty reaſon, 

Lear. Zecauſe they are not eight. 

Fool. Ves, indeed; thou wouldſt make a good fool. 

Tear. To take't again perforce ! —— monſter ingra- 
titude! B | Fool. 
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Fool. If you were my fool, nuncle, I'd have thee 
| beaten for being old before thy time. 
Lear, How's that? | 
Fool. Thou ſhould'ſt not have been old, ”till thou 
hadſt been wiſe. 
Lear. O, let me not be mad, not mad, {weet heay n 
Keep me in temper, I would not be mad. 
| Enter Gentleman. 
How now, are the horſes ready: 
Gent, Ready, my lord. 
Lear, Come, boy. [parture, 
Fool. She that's a maid now, and laughs at my de- 
Shall not be a maid long, unleſs things be cut ſhorter, 
[ Exeunt 


— 
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SCEN E, A Caſile belonging to the Earl of Glo'ſter, 


Enter Edmund and Curan ſeverally. kN 


Edm.CAVE thee, Curan, 

- Cur. And you, Sir. I have been with your 
father, and given him notice thatche Duke of Cornwall, 
and Regan his Dutcheſs, will be here with him this night. 

Edm. How comes that? 

Cur. Nay, I know not; you haye ada of the news 
abroad; I mean, the whiſper'd ones; for. ove are yet- 
but ear-kiſſing arguments. 

Edm. Not I; pray you, what are they? "= 

Cur. Have 30 9G of no likely wars 3 twirt 
the Dukes 52 Cornwall and Albany ? 

Edm. Not a word. 

Or You may do then i in time, Fare you well, Sir 

xit 

Edm. The Duke be here to-night! the better! bell! 
This weaves it ſelf perforce into my buſineſs; | 
My -father hath ſet guard to take my brother, 

And I have one thing of a queazy queſtion 

W hich I muſt a& : briefneſs, and fortune work ! 

Brother, a word; deſcend; Brother, I ſay; Mw 
| 0 
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To him, Enter Edgar. | 


My father watches; O Sir, fly this place, 


Intelligenee is giv'n where you are hid; 
You've now the good advantage of the night 
Have you not ſpoken 'gainſt the Duke of Cornwall? 
He's coming hither, now i'th' night, i'th' haſte, 
And Regan with him; bave you nothing ſaid 
Upon his Party 'gainft the Duke of Albany ? 
Adviſe your ſelf, | 

Edg. I'm ſure on't, not a word. 

Edm. I hear my father coming, Pardon me —= 


In cunning, I muſt draw my ſword vpon you — 


Draw, ſeem to defend your ſelf. 
Now quit you well . 
Yield-— come before my father — light boa, here 
Fly, brother Torches! — ſo farewell — [Exit Edge 
Some blood, drawn on me, would beget opinion 
e [Wounds his arm. 


Of my more fierce endeavour, I've ſeen drunkards 


Do more than this in ſport, - Father! father! 
S op, ſtop, no help? — 
To him, Enter Glo'ſter, and ſervants with torches. - 
Glo. Now, Edmund, where's the villain ? | 
Edm, Here ſtood he in the dark, his ſharp ſword outs 
Mumbling of wicked Charms, conj'ring the moon 
To ſtand 's auſpicious miſtreſs. 
Glo. But where is he? | 
Fdm. Look, Sir, I bleed, ; 
Glo, Where is the villain, Fdmund ? EG 
Edm. Fled this way, Sir, when by no means he could 
Glo. Purſue him, ho! go after. By no means, v ha 
Edm, Perſuade me to the murther of your lordlhip | 
But that, I told him, the revenging Gods g 
'Gainſt Parricides did all the thunder bend, 
Spoke with how manifold and ſtrong a bond . 
The child was bound to th' father, — Sir, in fine, 
Seeing how lothly oppoſite I ftood 
To his unnat'ral purpoſe, in fell motion 
With his prepared ſword he charges home 
My unprovided body; lanc'd my arm; 
And when he ſaw my beſt alarmed ſpirits, + 
Bold in the quarrel's rigkt, rous'd to th' enc-unter, 
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Or whether gaſted by the noiſe I made, 
Full ſuddenly he fled. | 

Glo. Let him fly far; | 
Not in this land ſhall he remain uncaught | 
And found; diſpatch the noble Duke my maſter, 
My worthy and arch patron, comes to- night; 
By his authority I will proclaim it, | 
Tuat he, which finds him, ſhall deſerve our thanks, 
Bringing the murth'rous coward to the ſtake : 
He that conceals him, death. 


» 


Edm. Whea 1 diſſuaded lim from his intent, 


And found him pight to do it, with curſt ſpeech 


J threaten'd to diſcover him; he replied, 

Thou unpoſſefling Baſtard! do'ſt thou think, 

If I weuld ftand againſt thee, would the repoſal 
Of any truſt, virtue, or worth in thee | 


Make thy words faith'd? no; what 1 ſhould deny,— 


(As this I would, although thou didſt produce 
My ve.y character) I'd turn it all 

To thy ſuggeſtion, plot, and damned practice; 
And thou muſt make a dullard of the world, 
If they not thought the profits of my death 


Were very pregnant and potential ſpurs 


To make thee ſeek it. | Trumpets within. 
G1. O ſtrange, faſten'd, villain! - 
Would he deny his Jetter 2 +— |! never got him. 


Hark, the Duke's trumpets! | know not why he comes 


All Ports I'll bar; the villain ſhall not ſcape; 
The Duke muſt grant me that; beſides, his picture 
I will fend far and near, that all the Kingdom 
May have due note of him; and ot my land, 


8 and natural Boy !) I'll work the means 


o make thee capable. | 
Enter Cornwall, Regan, and Attendants. 

Corn. How now, my noble friend? ſince I came hither, 
Which I can call but now, I have heard ſtrange news. 

Reg. If it be true, all vengeance comes too mort, 
Which can purſue th' offender; how does my lord? 

Glo. O Madam, my old heart is crack'd, it's crack'd. 

Reg. What, did my father's godſon ſeek your life? 
Fre whom my father nam'd, your Edgar? 

Glo, O lady, lady, Shame would have it hid, 


Rog. 
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Reg. Was he not companion with the riotous Knights 
That tend upon my father ? 

Glo, I know not, Madam: *tis too bad, too bad. 

Edm. Yes, Madam, he Was of that conſort. 

Reg. No marvel then, though he were ill affected; 
'Tis they have put him on the old man's death, 
To have th' expence' and waſte of his revenues. 
J have this preſent evening from my ſiſter” 5 
Been well inform'd of them; and with ſuch cnutiant, 
That if they come to ſojourn at my houſe, | 
I'll nat be there. 

Corn. Nor 1, aſſure thee, Regan; 
Edmund, 1 hear, that you have ſhewn your aches. | 
A chiid-like office, 

Edm. 'Twas my duty, Sir. 

Glo. He did bewray his — and receiv d 
This hurt you ſee, 0 TG. to apprehend him. 

Corn, Is he purſued? 

Glo. Ay, my good lord. 

Conn. If he be taken, he ſhall never more 


Be fear'd of doing harm: make your own purpoſe, 


How in my ſtrength you pleaſe. As for you, N erer 
Whoſe virtue and obedience: doth: this inſtant 
So much commend it ſelf, you ſhall be ours; 
Natures of ſuch deep Truſt we ſhall much need: 
You we firſt ſeize on. 
Edm. 1 fhill ſerve you, Sir, 
Truly, however elfe. 
Glo. I thank your Grace, 
Corn. You know not why we came to vifit ou 
Reg. Thus out of ſeaſon threading dirk. ey'd Wer 


Occaſi ons, noble Gloſter, of ſome pri ze, 


Wherein we muſt have uſe of your advice. 
Our father he hath writ, ſo bath our lifter, 
Of difPrences, which ! beſt thought it fic 
Ta anſwer from our home: the ſev'ral meſſengers 
From hence attend d ſpatch, Our good old friend, 
Lay Comforts to your boſom; and beſtow 
Your needful counſel to our buſlnciles, 
Which crave the inftant uſe. 

Glo. I ſerve you. Madam: 


Your Graces are right welcome. [Exeunt. 
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8 Enter Kent, and Steward, ſeverally. 

Stew, Good evening to thee, friend; art of this houſe ? 

Kent. Ay. | = 

Stew. Where may we ſet our horſes? 

Kent. I'th* mire, „„ 

Stew. Pr'ythee, if thou lov'ſt me, tell me. 

Kent. I love thee not, | 

Stew. Why then I care not for thee. 
Kent. If I had thee in Lipsbury pinfold, I would 
make thee care for me. ES 

Stew, Why doſt thou uſe me thus? I know thee not. 

Rent. Fellow, I know thee, 7» 

Stew, What doſt thou know me for? 

Kent. A knave, a raſcal. an eater of broken meats, a 
baſe, proud, ſhallow, beggarly, three-ſuited, hundred- 
pound, filthy worſted-ſtocking knave ; a lilly-liver'd, 
action-taking, knave; a whor ſon, glaſs-yazing, ſuper- 
ſerviceable finical rogue; one-trunk-inheriting flave; one 
that would'ſt be a bawd in way of good ſervice; and 
art nothing but the compoſition of a knave, beggar, 
coward, pander, and the ſon and heir of a mungril 
bitch; one whom I will beat into clam'rous whining, if 
thou deny'ſt the leaſt ſyllable of thy addition. 
Stew. Why, what a monſtrous fellow art thou, thus to 
rail on one, that is neither known of thee nor knows thee? 

Kent, What a brazen-fac'd yarlet art thou, to deny 
thou know'ſt me ? is it two days ago, ſince I tript up thy 
heels, and beat thee before the King ? draw, you rogue; 
for tho? it be night, yet the moon ſhines; I'll make a 


 ſopo'th* moonſhine of you; you whorſon, cullionly, 


barber-monger,. draw. [Drawing his Sword. 

Stew, Away, I have nothing to do with thee, 

Kent, Draw, you ra'cal; you come with letters againſt 
the King; and take Vanity, the Puppet's part, againſt the 
royalty of her father; draw, you rogue, or I'il fo carbo- 
nado your ſhanks — draw, you raſcal, come your ways. 

Stew, Help. ho! murther ! help! 

Kent, Strike, you flave; ſtand, rogue, ſtand, you 
neat ſlave, ſtrike. 5 I | Beating him. 

Stew. Help ho! murther! murther ! 
Enter Edmund, Cornwall, Regan, Glo'ſter, and Servants, 
. Eam, How now, what's the matter? Part 


K ent, 


r 


. 


Id 


KING LEAR. 31 


Kent. With you, goodman boy, iſ you pleaſe ; come, 
I'll leſh ye; come on, young maſter. | 

Glo. Weapons ? arms? what's the matter here? 

Cora. Keep peace, upon your lives; he dies, that 
ſtrikes again; what's the matter: | 

Reg. The meſſengers from our ſiſter and the King ? 

Corn. What is your difference? ſpeak. 

Stew, I am ſcarce in breath, my lord. 

Kent. No marvel, you have ſo beſtir'd your valour 
you cowardly raſcal! nature diſclaims all ſhare in thee : 
a tailor made thee, | | 
Corn. Thou art a ſtrange fellow; a tailor m ke a man? 

Kent. I, a tailor, Sir; a ftone-cutter, or a painter 
could not haye made him ſo ill, though they had been 
bat two hours o'th* trade. | 

Corn. Speak yet, how grew your quarrel ? 

Stew. This ancient ruffian, Sir, whoſe life I have 
ſpar'd at ſuit of his grey beard | 

Kent. Thou whorſon zed ! thou unneceſſary letter! 
my lord, if you will give me leave, I will tread this un- 


| bolted villain into mortar, and daub the wall of a jakes 
with him. Spare my grey beard ? you wagtail! —— 


Corn, Peace, Sirrah !; 

You beaſtly knave, know you no reverence ? 

Kent. Yes, Sir, but Anger hath a privilege. 

Corn, Why art thon angry? 

Kent, That fuch a ſlave as this ſhou'd wear a ſword, 
Who wears no honeſty : ſuch ſmiling rogues as theſe, 
Like rats, oft bite the holy cords in twain 
Too intricate to vnlooſe : ſooth every paſſion, 


That in the nature of their lords rebels: 


Bring oil to fire, ſnow to their colder moods; 


| Renege, affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks 


With ev'ry Gale and Vary of their maſters; 


As knowing nought, like dogs, but followlng. 
A plague upon your epileptick viſage ! 


Smile you my ſpeeches, as I were a fool? 
Gooſe, if I had you upon Sarum plain, 
I'd drive ye cackling home to Camelot. 
Corn, What art thou mad, old fellow ? 
Glo. How fell you out? ſay that. 
Kent. No contraries hold mare antipathy, 
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Than I and ſuch a knave. LI 
Corn, Why doſt thou call him knave ? what is his fault 
Kent. His countenance likes me not. fhers. 


Corn; No more, perchance, does mine, nor his, nor 
Kent, Sir, 'tis my occupation to be plain 
J have ſeen better faces in my time, 
Than ſtand on any ſhoulder that I ſos 
Before me at this inſtang, EET 
Corn. This is ſome fellow, 
Who, having been prais'd for bluntneſs, doth affect 
A ſawey roughneſs; and conſtrains the garb, 
Quite from bis nature. He can't flatter, he. 
An honeſt mind and plain, he muft ſpeak truth; _ 
An they will take it, ſo; if not, he's plain, 


Theſe kind of knaves I know, which in this plainneſs 


Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends, 
Than twenty filly ducking obſervants 
That ftrerch their duties nicely. © 
_ - Kavr, Sir, in good faith, in fincere verity, 
Under th' allowance of your grand aſpect, 
W hoſe influence, like the wreath of radiant fire 
On flickering Phæbus front | | 
Corn. What mean'ſt by this? 1 
Kent. To go out of wy dialect, which 2 difeom- 
mend ſo much: I know, Sir, I am no flatterer; he, 
that beguil'd you in a plain accent, was a plain knave; 
which for my part I will not be, though 1 ſhould win 
your diſpleaſure to intreat me to't. | h 
Corn. What was th' offence you gave him: 
Stew, I never gave him any: 5 
It pleas'd the King his maſter very lately 
To ſtrike at me upon his miſeonſttuction; 
When he conjunct, and flatt'ring his diſpleaſure, 
Tript me behind; being down, inſulted, rail'd, 
And put upon him ſuch a deal of man, that 
That worthied him; got praiſes of the King, 
For him attempting who was ſelf ſubdu'd; 
And, in the fleſhment of this dread exploit, 
Drew on me here again. N 
Kent, None of theſe rogues and cowards, 
But Ajax is their fool. | 
Corn, Fetch. forth the Stocks. ; 
- | 0 Tou 


W 


a. 


by 
EO r mom I 82?| | 


It: 
S. 
Or 


KINGLEAR. 33 
You ſtubborn ancient knave, you rey'rend braggarr, 
We'll teach ou 

Kent, Sir, I am too old to learn: 
Call not your Stocks for me, | ferve the King; 
On whoſe imployment 1 was ſent to you, 
You ſhall do ſmall reſpect, ſhew too bold malice 
Againſt the grace and perfon ef my mafter, 
Stocking his meſlenger. | 

Corn. Fertcnforth the Stocks; 


| As I have life and honour, there ſhall he fit till noon, 


Reg. Till noon ! till night, my lord, and all night too. 

Kent. Why, Madam, if I were your father's dog, 
You could not uſe me ſo. 

Reg. Sir, being his knave, I will. [ Stocks brought out. 

Corn. This is a fellow of the ſelf fame nature 


Our ſiſter ſpeaks of. Come, bring away the Stocks, 


Glo. Let me beſeech your Grace not to do ſo; 
His fault is much, and the good King his maſter 
Will check him for't; your purpos'd low correction 
Is ſuch, as bafeſt and the meaneſt wretches 
For pilf 'rings, and moſt common tre ſpaſſes, 

Are puniſh'd with. The King muſt take it ill, 
That he, ſo flightly valued in his meſſenger, 


Should have him thus reſtrain'd. 


Corn. [I'll anſwer that. 
Reg. My Siſter may receive it much more worſe, 
To have her Gentleman abus'd, aſſaulted, 
For following her affairs, Put in his Iegs — 
| [Kent is put in the Stocks. 
Come, my lord, away. ¶ Exeunt Regan and Cornwall. 
Glo. I'm ſorry for thee, friend; tis the Duke's pleaſure, 


Whole diſpoſition, all the world well knows, 
Will not be rubb'd nor ſtop'd. 1'l} intreat for thee. 


Kent. Pray, do not, Sir, P've watch'd and travel'd 
Some time I ſhall ſleep out, the reſt I'll whiſtle : [hard; 
A good man's fortune may grow out at heels; 

Give you good morrow. 355 5 
Glo. The Duke's to blame in this, twill be ill taken. 
Exit. 

Kent, Good King, that muſt approve the common Saw, 

Thou out of heaven's benediction com'ſt 


To the warm ſan! | 
B 5 Approach, 


? 
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Approach, thou beacon. to this under-globe, | 

| [ Looking up to the moon, 
That by thy comfortable beams I may 
Peruſe this letter. Nothing almoſt ſees miracles, 
But miſery. I know, 'tis from Cordelia 
Who hath moſt fortunately been inform'd 


Of my obſcured courſe, I ſhall find time 


From this enormous ſtate, and ſeek to give | 
Loſſes their remedies. : All weary and o'er-watch'd, 


Fake vantage, heavy eyes, not to behold 
This ſhameful lodging. | | 


Fortune, good night; ſmile once more, turn thy wheel. 


[ He ſleeps. 


rem SCENE changes to a part of a Heath. 


Enter Edgar. 
Edg. I've heard my ſelf proclaim'd; 


And, by the happy hollow of a tree, 


Eſcap'd the hunt. No port is free, ne place, 
That Guard and moſt unuſual vigilance | | 
Does not attend my taking. Whiles I may *ſcape, 
J will preſerve myſelf: and am bethought 

To take the baſeſt and the pooreſt ſhape, 

That ever Penury in contempt of man N 
Brought near to beaſt : my face I'll grime with filth; 
Blanket my loins; elfe all my hair in knots; 


And with preſented nakedneſs out-face 


The winds, and perſecutions of the sky. 
The country gives me. proof and preſident 
Of bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices, 


Strike in their numb'd and mortify'd bare arms 


Pins, wooden pricks, nails, ſprigs of roſemary ; 
And with this horrible obje&, from low farms, 
Poor pelting villages, ſheep-coats and mills, 


Sometimes with lunaticæ bans, ſometimes with pray'rs, 


Inforce their charity; poor Turlygood ! poor Tom ! — 
That's fomething yet: Edgar I nothing am. ¶ Exit. 


SCENE 


To ſet thee here: 


KING LEAR. 35 


SCENE changes, again, to the Earl of Glo'ſter's 
JJC, 


Enter Lear, Fool and Gentleman. 


Lear. Tis ſtrange, that they ſhould ſo depart from 
And not ſend back my meſſenger, (home, 
Gert. As I learn'd, | | 
The night before, there was no purpoſe in them 
Of this remoye. . 

Kent, Hail to thee, noble maſter! | = 

Lear, Ha! mak'ſt thou thy ſhame thy paſtime ?_ 

Kent. No, my lord. 6s 

Fool. Ha, ha, he wears cruel garters; horſes are ty'd 
by the heads, dogs and bears by th' neck, monkeys by 
th' loins, and men by th' legs; when a man is over-luſty 
at lege, then he wears wooden nether ſtocks. 

Lear. What's he, that hath ſo much thy Place miſtook, 

Kent. It is both he and ſhe, 

Your ſon and daughter, 

Lear. No. | 

Xont, es. 

Lear, No, I fay. 

Kent, IN, 

Lear, By Jupiter, I ſwear, no. 

Kent. By Juno, I ſwear, ay. | 
Tear. They durſt not dot. [ther, 
They could not, would not do't; 'tis worſe than mur- 
To do upon reſpe& ſuch violent outrage : 

Reſolve me with all modeſt haſte, which way 
Thou might'ſt deſerve, or they impoſe, this uſage, 


* 


Coming from us? 


Kent. My lord, when at their home 
I did commend your Highneſs' Letters to them, 
Ere I was riſen from the place, that ſhew'd 
My duty kneeling, came a reeking Poſt, 
Stew'd in his haſte, half breathleſs, panting forth 
From Gonerill his miſtreſs, ſalutation; 
Deliver'd letters ſpight of intermiſſion, 
W hich preſently they read : on whoſe contents 
They ſummon'd up their meiny, ftrait took horſe; 


Commanded me to follow and attend. 
| 20 ä 
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The leifure. of their anſwer; gave me cold looks; 
And meeting here the other meſſenger, 
Whoſe welcome, I. perceiv d, had poiſon'd mine; 


_ (Being the very fellow, which of fate 


Diſplay'd fo fawcily: againſt your Highneſs, ) 

Having more man than wit: about me, I crew; 

He rais'd the Houſe with loud and coward cries: 

Your:fon and daughter found this treſpaſs worth 

The ſhame which here it ſuffers {way. 
Fool, Winter's not gone yet, if the wild geeſe fly that 

Fathers, thar wear rags, _. 8 

Do make their children blind 

But fathers, that bear bags, 

Shall ſee their ehildren kind. 

Fortune that arrant whore, 

Ne!er turns the key to th' poor. 


Yer, for all this, thou ſhalt have as many dolours from 


Thy dear daughters, as thou canſt tell in a year. 
Tear. Oh, how this mother (wells up tow'rd my heart! 
Hyſterica paſſio, down, thou climbing ſorcow, 
Thy element's below; where is this daughter ? 
Kent. With the Earl, Sir, here within. ; 
Lear, Follow me not; ſtay here. k. 
Gen, Made you no more offence, 


ut what you ſpeak of? 


Kent. None; | 
Row chance the King comes with fo: finall a number? 
Fool. An thou badſt been ſer i'th' ſtocks for: that 
queſtion, thou'dſt well deferved it; 
Kent. Whx, fool? . 
Fool. We'll ſer thee to ſchool to an Ant, to teach thee 
there's no lab'ring. i' th' winter. All, that follow their 
noſes, are led by their eyes, but blind men; and there's 
not a noſe among twenty, but can ſmell him that's ſtink- 


ing let go thy hold; when a great wheel runs down 
| Hill, left it break thy neck with following it; but the 


great one that goes upward, let him draw thee after. 
When a wiſe man gives thee better counlel, give me 


mine again; | would have none but knaves follow it, 


fince a foo] gives it. 

That, Sir, which ſerves for gain, 8 

And follows but for form, 
T Will 
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Will pack when it begins to rain, 
And leave thee in the Storm: 
But 1 will tarry, the fool will ſtay, 
And let the wiſe man fly: 
The knave turns fool, that runs away; 
The fool no knave, perdy. | 
Kent, Where learn'd you this, fool? 
Fool. Not i' th' Stocks, fool. | 
| Enter Lear and Glo'ſter. { weary, 
Tear. Deny to fpeak with me? they're flck, they're 
They have travell'd all the night? mere fetches, 
The images of revolt and flying off. 
Bring me a betteranſfwer —— 
Glo. My dear lord, 
You know the fiery quality of the Duke : 
How unremoveable, and fix d he is 


In his own courfe, 


Lear. Vengeance! plague! death! confuſion! —— 
Fiery? what ftery quality? why, Gloſeer, | 
I'd ſpeak with the Duke of Cornwall, and his wife. 

Glo, Well, my good lord, I have inform'd them fo. 

Lear, Inform'd them ? doſt thou underſtand me, man? 

Glo. Ay, my good lord. [father 

Lear. The King would ſpeak with Cornwall, the dear 
Wou'd with his daughter ſpeak; commands her fervice : 
Are they inform'd of this? — my breath and blood! — 
Fiery? the fiery Duke? tell the hot Duke, that 
No, but not yet; may be, he is not well; | 
In firmiiy doth ſtill neglect all office, | 
W hereto our health is bound; we're not our ſelves, 
When Nature, being oppreſt, commands the mind 


To ſuffer with the body. Ill forbear; 


And am fall'n out with my more headier will, 


To take the indiſpo'sd and ſickly fit [fore 


Por the ſound man, — Death on my ftate ! but where- 
Should he ſit here? this Act perſuades me, | 

That this remotion of the Duke and her 

Is practice only, Give me my fervant forth; 

Go, tell the Duke and's wife, I'd ſpeak with them: 
Now, preſently, — bid them come forth and hear me, 
Or at their chamber. door 1'll beat the drum | 
Till is cry, ſleep to death. * 
| | | Glo, 
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horſe butter'd his hay. 


Age is unneceſſary: pn my knees I bez, 


Glo, I would have all well betwixt you. Exit. 
Lear. Oh me, my heart! my riſing heart! but down. 
Fool. Cry to it, nuncle, as the cockney did to the 
eels, when ſhe put them i' th' Paſty alive; ſhe rapt em 
o'th* coxcombs with a ftick, and ery'd, down wantons, 
down; *twas her brother, that in pure kindneſs to his 
Enter Cornwall, Regan, Glo'ſter, and Servants, 
Tear. Good morrow to you both. 
Corn, Hail to your Grace! (Kent is ſer at liberty. 
Reg. I am glad to fee your Highneſs. - 
Lear. Regan, I think you are; I know what reaſon 


I have to think ſo; if thou wert not glad, 


J would divorce me from thy Mother's tomb, 
Sepulchring an adultreſs. O, are you free? [To Kent. 
Some other time for that, Beloyed Regan, | 

Thy ſiſter's naught: oh Regan, ſhe hath tied 


Sharp-tooth'd unkindneſs, like a vulture here; | 
| Points to his heart, 


I can ſcaree ſpeak to thee; thou · it not believe, 
With how deprav'd a quality — oh Regan 


Reg. 1 pray you, Sir, take patience; I have Hope, 
You leſs know how to value her deſert, 


Than ſhe to ſcant her duty. 


Lear, Say? How 1s that? i 
Reg. I cannot think, my ſiſter in the leaſt 


Would fail her obligation. If, perchance, 


She have reftrain'd the riots of your followers, 
'Tis on ſuch ground, and to ſuch wholſom end, 
As clears her from all blame. . 

Lear. My curſes on her! 

Reg. O Sir, you are old, 
Nature in you ftands on the yety verge 


- 


Of her confine; you ſhould be rul'd and led 


By ſome diſcretion, that difcerns your ftate 

Better than you your ſelf: therefore, I pray you, 

That to our ſiſter you do make return; a 

Say, you have wrong'd her, Sir. ; 
Lear. Ask her forgiveneſs ? 


Do you but mark, how this becomes the Uſe? 


Dear Daughter, I confeſs that I am old; 
That 
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That you in vouchſafe me raiment, bed, and food. 

Reg. Good Sir, no more; theſe are unſightly tricks: | 
Return you to my ſiſter. 

Lear. Never, Regan: 
She hath abated me of half nyt train; 
Look'd blank upon me; ſtruck me with ber tongue 
Moſt ſerpent-like, upon the very heart. 
All the ſtor'd vengeances of heaven fall 
On her ingrateful Top! ftrike her young bones, 
You taking airs, with lameneſs! =———- 

Corn, Fie, Sir! fie! 

Tear. You nimble lightnings, dart your blinding flames 
Into her ſcornful eyes! infect her beauty, 
You fen-ſuck'd fogs, drawn by the pee ſun 
To fall, and blaſt her pride. 5 

Reg. O the bleſt gods! 


80 will you wiſh on me, when the ſl cad is on. 


Lear. No, Regan, thou ſhalt never have my curſe: 
Thy tender-hefted nature ſhall not give 
Thee o'er to harſhneſs; her eyes are fierce, but thine 
Do comfort, and not burn. Tis nat in thee 
To grudge my pleaſures, to cut off my train, 


To bandy haſty words, to ſcant my ſizes, 
And, in concluſion, to oppoſe the bolt 


1 


Againſt my coming in. Thou better know'ft 
The offices of nature, bond of child-hood, 
Effects of courteſie, dues of gratitude: 
Thy half o'th' Kingdom thou haſt not forgot, 
Wherein I thee 756 N 
Reg. Good Sir, to th' purpoſe. [Trumpet Within. 
Lear, Who put my man i'th' Stocks? 
Enter Steward. 
Cor. What trumpet” s that? 
Reg. I know't, my ſiſter's: this approves her letter, 
That ſhe would ſoon be here. ls your lady come? 
Lear, This is a flave, whoſe eaſie-borrowed pride 
Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows. 
Out, varlet, from my fight. 
Corn, What means your Grace? 
Enter Gonerill, 
Lear. Who ſtockt my ſervant ? Regan, I've good hope, 
Thou didſt not know on't W ho comes here? 
O Heay'ns, It 
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If vou do love old men, if your ſweet ſway 
Hallow obedience. if your ſelves are old, 

Make it your cauſe; ſend down and take my part. 
Art not aſham'd to look upon this beard ? 

O Regan, will you take her by the hand? 


Gon. Why not by th'hand, Sir? how have ! offended ? 


All's not offence, that indiſcretion finds, 
And dotage terms ſo. 
Lear. O ſides, you are too tough! 
Will you yet hold how came my man i'th' Stocks? 
Corn. I ſet him there, Sir: but his own diſorders 
Deſerv'd much leſs advancement. 
Lear. You? did you? | 
Reg. I pray you, father, being weak, ſeem ſo. 
If, *till the expiration of your month, | 
You will return and ſojourn with my ſiſter, 
Diſmiſting half your train, come then to me; 
I'm now from home, and out of that proviſion 
Which fhall be needful for your entertainment. 
Lear. Return to her? and fifty men diſmiſs' d? 
No, rather I abjure all roofs, and chuſe 
To be a comrade with the wolf and owl; 
To wage, againft the enmity o'th' air, 
Neceſſity's Harp pinch Return with her? 
Why, the hot-blooded France, that dow'rleſs took 
Our youngeſt born, I could as well be brought 
To knee his throne, and Squire - like penſion beg, 
To keep baſe life a-foot; Return with her? 
Perſwade me rather to be ſlaye, and ſumpter, 
To this deteſted groom. | 
Gon, At your choice, Sir. 
Lear. I pr'ythee, daughter, do not make me mad, 
J will not trouble thee, my child, Farewel; 
We'll no more meet, no more ſee one another; 
But yet thou art my fleſh, my blood, my daughter, 
Or rather a diſeaſe that's in my fleſh, 
Which I muſt needs call mine; thou art a bile, 
A plague-ſore, or imboſſed carbuncle, 
In my corrupted blood; but 1'}] not chide thee, 
Let ſhame come when it will, I do not call it; 
I. do not bid the thunder-bearer ſhoot, | 
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove. 


| Mend, 
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Mend; when thou canſt; be better, at thy leiſure. 
I can be patient, I can ſtay with Regan; 

I, and my hundred Knights. 

Reg. Not altogether ſa; 
J look'd not for you yet, nor am provided 
For yaur fie welcome? give ear to my ſiſter; 
For thaſe that mingle * 74 with your * pep 
Muſt be content ta think you old, and ſo — 
But ſhe knows what ſhe does. | 

Lear. Is this well ſpaken? 

Reg. I dare avouch it, Sir; what, fifty followers ? 
Is it not well? what ſhould you need of more? 
Yea, or ſo many? ſince both charge and danger 
Speak 'gainſt ſo great a number: how in one honfe 
Should many people under two commands 
Hold amity ? 'tis hard, almoft impoſſible. 


Gon. Why might not you, my lord, receive attendanee 


From thoſe that ſhe'calls fervants, or from mine? 
* Why nat, my Lord? if then they chanc'd to 
ack ye, PD N | 
Ve 1 them; if you'll come to me, 
(For now I ſpy a danger) I intreat you 
To bring but five and twenty; to no more 
Will I give place or notice. e 
Lear, | gave you all 
Reg. Andein good time you gave it. 
Tear. Made you my Guardians, my depoſitaries: 
But kept a reſervation to be follow'd b 
With ſuch a number; muſt I come to you 
With five and twenty? Regan, ſaid you fo ? 
Reg. And ſpeak't again, my lord, no more with me. 
Lear, Thoſe wicked creatures yet do look well-fa- 
vour'd, 
When others are more wicked: Not being worſt, 
Stands in ſome rank of praiſe; F] go with thee; 
Thy fifty yet doth double five and- twenty ; h 
And thou art twice her love. 
Gon, Hear me, my Lord; | 
What need you five and twenty, ten, or five, 
To follow in a houſe, where twice fo many 
Have a command to tend you? 8 
Rez. What needs one? 


Lear. 
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Lear. O, reaſon not the need: our baſeſt beggars 
Are in the pooreſt thing ſuperfluous; 


Allow not nature more than nature needs, 


Man's life is cheap as beaſts, Thou art a lady; 
If only to go warm were gorgeous, 

Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'ſt, 
Which ſcarcely keeps thee warm; but for true need, 
You heav'ns, give me that patience which I need! 


| You ſee me here, you Gods, a: poor old man, 


As full of grief as age; wretched in both! 
If it be you, that ſtir theſe daughters hearts 
Againft their father, fool me not ſo much 


Io bear it tamely; touch me with noble anger; 
O let not womens weapons, water - drops, 


Stain my man's Cheeks. No, you unnat'ral hags, 
I will have ſuch revenges on you both, 
That all the world ſale I will do ſuch things, 
What they are, yet I know not; but they ſhall be 
The terrors of the earth : you think, I'll weep : 


No, T'll not weep. I have full ciuſe of weeping : 
This heart ſhall break into a thouſand flaws, 


Or ere I weep, O fool, I ſhall go mad. 
| . [Exeunt Lear, Glo'ſter, Kent and Fool, 
Corn. Let us withdraw, twill be a ſtorm. _ 
{1 | „ Storm and tempeſt, 
Reg. This houſe is little; the old man and his people 
Cannot be well beftow'd. _- | 
Gen, Tis his own blame hath put himſelf from re, 
And muſt needs taſte his folly. | 
Reg. For his particular, I']] receive him gladly ; 


But not one follower, 


Gon. So am l purpos'd.  , 
Where is my lord of Gloſter ? 
N Enter Glo'ſter, 
Corn. Follow'd the old man forth ;— he is return'd. 
Glo. The King is in high rage, and will 1 know not 
Whither,” 5 | 
Corn. 'Tis beſt to give him way, he leads himſelf. 
Gon, My lord, intreat him by no means to ſtay. 
Glo. Alack, the night comes on: and the high winds 
Do ſorely ruffle, for many miles about 
There's ſcarce a buſtn. 
Reg. 
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Reg. O Sir, to wilful men 8 
The injuries, that they themſelves procure, 
Muſt be their ſchool-maſters: ſhut up your doors; 
He isattended with a deſp'rate train ; 5 
And what they may incenſe him to, being apt 
To have his ear abus'd, wiſdom bids fear. | 


Corn, Shut up your doors, my lord, tis a wild night. 


My Regan counſels well: come out o'th' ſtorm. Exeunt. 


ACT 
SCE N E, A Heath. 


* 


A ftorm is heard with thunder and lightning. Enter 


Kent, and a Gentleman, ſeverally. 


7 HO's there, beſides foul weather? 
Gent. One minded like the weather, 
moſt unquietly. | | 
Kent, IJ know you, where's the King? 
Gent, Contending with the fretful elements; 
Bids the wind blow the earth into the fea; 
Or ſwell the curled waters 'bove the main, | 
That things might change, or ceaſe : tears his white hair, 
(Which the impetuous blaſts with eyeleſs rage 
Catch in thejr fury, and make nothing of.) 
Strives in his little World of Man t' outſcorn 
The to- and- fro-conflicting Wind and Rain. 
This night, wherein the cub-drawn bear would couch, 
The lion, and the belly-pinched wolf 
Keep their furr dry; unbonneted he runs, 
And bids what will, take allt. | 
Kent. But who is with him? | 
Gent. None but the fool, who labours to out-jeſt 
His heart- ſtruck injuries. 
Kent. Sir, I do know you, HE 
And dare upon the warrant of my note, 
Commend a dear thing to you. There's diviſion 
(Although as yet the | of it is cover'd _ | 
With mutual cunning) 'twixt Albany and Cornwall: 
Who have (as who have not, whom their great ſtars 
Thron'd and ſet high?) ſervants, whe ſeem no leſs; 
Which ate to France the ſpies and ſpeculations 
Intelligent 


Kent. 
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Intelligent of our ſtate. What hath been ſeen, 

Either in ſnuffs and pack ings of the Dukes; 

Or the hard rein, which both of them have born 
Againſt the old kind king; or fomething deeper, 

V pbereef, perchance, theſe are but furniſhings ) 


But true it is, from France there comes a power 


Into this ſcatier'd kingdom; who already, 
Wiſe in our negligence, have: ſecret ſea 

In ſome of our beſt ports, and are at point 
To ſhow their open banner —— Now to you, 
If on my credit you dare build ſo far 
To make your ſpeedto Dover, you ſhall find 


Some that will thank * making juſt report 


Of how unnatural and bemadding forrow 
The King hath caufe to plain. | 


1 am a gentleman of blood and breeding, 


And from ſome knowledge and aſſurance of you, 
Offer this office. | 

Gent. I'll talk farther with you. 

' Kent, No, do not: i | 
For confirmation that I am much more 
Than my out-wall, open this purſe and take 
What it contains, If yau ſhall ſee Cordelia, 
(As, fear not, but you ſhall) ſhew her that Ring, 
And ſhe will tell you who this fellow is, 


That yet you da not know. Fie on this ſtor n! 


I will go ſeek the King. 


Gent. Give me your hand, have you no more to ſay? 


Rent. Few wards, but to effect, mare than all yet! 


That, when we have found the King, (in which you take 


That way, I this:) he that firſt lights on him, 


Hollow the other. [ Exeunt ſeverally. 


Storm fill. Enter Lear and Fool. | 
Lear. Blow winds, and crack your cheeks; rage, blow 
You cataracts, and hurricanoes, ſpout | 


ous and thought-executing fires, 

Vaunt-couriers of oak-cleaving thunder. bolts, 

Singe my white head. And thou all-ſhaking thunder, 

Strike flat the thick rotundity o'th” world; 

Crack nature's mould, all germins ſpill at once 

That make ingrateful man, : TE FR 
| ol. 


2 ears 


Till you have drencht our ſteeples, drown'd the cocks! 
: * 


1 
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Fool. O f uncle, court-holy- water in a dry houſe is bet- 
ter than the rain-waters out o' door. Good nuncle, in- 
and ask thy daughters bleſſing: here's a night that pities 
neither wiſe men nor fools. : 

Lear. Rumble thy belly full, ſpit fire, ſpout rain; 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters, 

I tax not you, you elements, with unkindneſs; 
I never gave you kingdom, call'd you children; 
You owe me no ſubſcription. Then let fall 
Your horrible pleaſure;—here 1 ſtand your ſlave 
A poor, infirm, weak, and deſpis'd old man! 
But yet 1 call you ſervile miniſters, | 

That have with two pernicious daughters joyn'd 
Your high-engender'd battles, gainſt a head 

So old and white as this. Oh! oh? 'tis foul. 

Fool. He that has a houſe to put's head in, has a good 
head-piece : | | | 
The codpiece that will houſe, before the head has any: 
The head and he ſhall lowſe; ſo beggars marry many. 
That man that makes his toe, what he his heart ſhould 

make, ; 

Shall of a corn cry woe, and turn his fleep to wake. 
For there was never yet fair woman, but ſhe made mouths 
in a glaſs. 
To them, Enter Kent. 
Lear. No, I will be the pattern of all patienee, 
J will ſay nothing. | 

Kent, Who's there? | | 

Fool. Marry here's grace, and a codpiece, that's a 
wiſe man and a fool. . 

Rent. Alas, Sir, are you here? things that love night, 
Love not ſuch nights as theſe: the wrathful Skies 
Gallow the very wand*rers of the dark, . 
And make them keep their caves: ſince I was man, 
Such ſheets of fire, ſuch burſts of horrid thunder, 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 
Remember to have heard, Man's nature cannot carry 
Th' afflition, nor the force, 

Lear, Let the great gods, | 
That keep this dreadfu] pudder o'er our heads, 

Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch, 
That haſt within thee undivulged crimes, 
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Unwhipt of juſtice. Hide thee, thou bloody band: 
Thou Perjure, and thou Simular of virtue, 

That art inceſtuous: caitiff, ſhake to pieces, 

That under covert and convenient ſeeming, 
Haſt practis'd on man's life !— Cloſe pent - up guilts, 
Rive your concealing: continents, and ask 
The'e dreadful ſummoners grace.— I am a man, 
More ſinn'd againſt, than ſinning. 

Kent. Alack, bare-headed? _ 

Gracious my Jord, hard by here is a hovel; 

Some friend ſhip will it lend you *gainſt the tempeſt : 

Repoſe you there, while | to this hard houſe 
(More hard than is the ſtone whereof 'tis rais'd; 
Which even but now demanding after you, 

Denyed me to come in) return and force 
Their ſcanted courteſie. 

Lear. My wits begin to turn. 
Come on, my boy. "How doſt, my boy ? art 422 

I'm cold my ſelf, Where is the ſt raw, my fellow? 
The art of our neceſſities is ſtrange, 

That can make vile things precious. Come, your hoyel; 
Poor fool and knave, I've one part in my heart, 
That's ſorry yet for thee. 

Fool. He that has an a little tynie wit, 
With heigh ho, the. wind and the rain; 
Muſt make content with his fortunes fit, 
Though the rain it raineth every day. 

- Tear. True, my good boy: come, bring us. to this 
hovel. | I.!xExit. 
Fool. Tis a brave night to cool a curtezan. 

I'll ſpeak a prophecy, or ere I go; | 
When prieſts are more in words than matter, 

When brewers marr-their malt with water; 

When nobles are. their tailors tutors; 

No hereticks burn'd, but wenches ſuitors; 

When every caſe in law is right, 

No Squire in debt, nor no poor Knight; 

When ſlanders do not live in tongues, 

And cut- purſes come not to throngs; 

When uſurers tell their gold i'th' field, 

And bawds and whores do churches build 
Then ſhall the realm of Albion 
Come to great confuſion : | Then 
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Then comes the time, who lives to ſee't, | 
That Going ſhall be us'd with feet. | 


This prophecy Merlin ſhall make, for I do live before 
his time. | ; 1 Exit. 


SCENE, An apartment in Glo'ſter's caſtle. 


Enter Glo'ſter, and Edmund. 


Glo. Alack, alack, Edmund, I like not this unnatural 
dealing; when I deſired their leave that I might pity 
him, they took from me the uſe of mine own houſe; 
charg'd mie on pain of perpetual diſpleaſure, neither to 
ſpeak of him, entreat for him, or any way ſuſtain him. 

Edm. Moſt ſavage aud unnatural! 
Glo. Go to; ſay you nothing. There is diviſion be- 
tween the Dukes, and a worſe matter than that: I have 


receiv'd a letter this night, *ti: dangerous to be ſpoken, 


(1 have lock'd the letter in my cloſet: ) theſe injuries, the 
King now bears, will be revenged home; there is part of 
a power already footed; we muſt incline to the King; 
I will look for him. and privily relieve him ; go you, and 
maintain talk with the Duke, that my charity be not of 
him perceiv'd, if he ask for me, I am ill, and gone to 
bed; if 1 die for it, as no leſsis threaten'd me, the King 
my old maſter muſt be relieved, There are ſtrange things 
toward, Edmund; pray you, be careful. Exit. 
E dm. This courteſie, forbid thee, ſhall the Duke 
Inſtantly know, and of that letter too. 
This ſeems a fair deſerving, and muſt draw me 
That which my father loſes; no leſs than all, | 
The younger riſes, when the old doth fall, [Extr. 


SCENE changes to a part of the Heath with a 


hovel. 
| Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool. i 
Kent. Here is the place, my lord; good my lord, enter; 
The tyranny o'th' open night's too rough | 
For nature to endure. | [Sterm ſtill, 
Lear. Let me alone. | 
Kent, Good my lord, enter here, 
Lear. Wilt break my heart? 5 
Kent. I'd rather break mine own; good my lord, 2 
hy | ear, 


Nay, get thee in; I'll pray, and 
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Lear. Thou think'ſt 'tis much, that this contentious 

Invades us to the skin; fo cis to thee; {ſtorm 

But where the greater malady is fixt, | | 

The leſſer is ſcarce felt. Toou'dſt ſhun a bear, 

But if thy flight lay toward the roaring ſea, 

Thou'dſt meet the bear i'th'mourl;; when the mind's free, 

The body's delicate; the tempeſt in my mind ; 

Doth from my tenſes take all Feeling elle, 

Save what beats there, Filial ingratitude! 

Is it not, as this mouth ſhould tear this hand 

For lifting food ro't ? But 1']] puniſh home; 

No, I wil] weep no more-—In ſuch a night, 

To ſhut me ou ?— pour on, | will endure: 

In ſuch a night as this? O Regan, Gonerill, 

'Your old kind father, whoſe frank heart gave all 

O, that way madneſs lies; let me ſhun that; 

No more of that. 

Kent, Good my lord, enter here. | 

Lear, Pr'ythee, go in thy ſelf; ſeek thine own eaſe, 


This tempeſt will not give me leave to ponder 


On things would hurt me more——bur I'll go in, 

In, boy, go firſt, Yon houſeleſs poverty — 
tan I'll fleep 

Poor naked wretches, whereſoe'er you are, 

That bide the pelting of this pitileſs ſtorm! _ 

How ſhall your houſeleſs heads, and unfed ſides, 


Tour loop'd and window'd raggedneſs defend you 


From ſeaſons ſuch as theſe ?.. O, I have ta'en 

Too little care of this! take phyſick, pomp; 

Expoſe thy ſelf to feel What wretches feel, 

That thou may'ſt ſhake the ſuperflux to them, 

And ſhew the Heav'ns more juſt. [Tom. 
Edg. within, Fathom and half, fathom and half! poor 


Fool. Come not in here, nuncle, here's a ſpirit ; help 


me, help me, | The Fool runs out from the hovel, 


Kent, Give me thy hand, who's there ? 
Fool. A ſpirit, a ſpirit; he ſays, his name's poor Tom. 
Kent, What art thou, that doſt grumble there b th 
ſtraw? come forth. | 
Enter Edgar diſguis'd like a Madman, 
Edg. Away! the foul fiend follows me. Through the 


arp hawthorn blows the cold wind. Humph, go to 


thy bed and warm thee, 3 
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Lear. Didſt thou give all to thy daughters? and art 
thou come to this ? | 
Edg. Who gives any thing to poor Jom? whom the 
foul fiend hath led through fire and through flame, 
through ford and whiripool, o'er bog and quagmire; 
that bath laid knives under his pillow, and halters in his 
pew ; ſet ratsbane by his Porredge, made him proud of 
heart, to ride on a bay trotting horſe, over four-inch'd 
bridges, to courſe his own ſhadow for a traitor, — bleſs. 
thy five wits; Tom's a- cold. O do, de, do, de, do, d2;— 
bleſs thee from whirl-winds, ſtar-blaſting, and taking; 
do poor Tom ſome charity, whom the foul fiend vexes. 
There could I have him now, and there, and here again, 
and there. [Storm ſtill, 
Lear. What have his daughters brought him to this paſs? 
Couldſt thou fave nothing? didit thou give em all? 
Fool. Nay, he reſery'd a blanket, elſe we had been 


all ſhamed. 


Lear. Now all the plagues, that in the pendulous air 
Hang fated o'er mens faults, light on thy daughters! 

Kent. He hath no daughters, Sir. | [ture 

Lear. Death! traitor, nothing could have ſubdu'd na- 
To ſuch a lowneſs, but bis unkind daughters. 

Is it the faſhion-that diſcarded fathers 

Should haye thus little mercy on their fleth ? 
Judicious puniſhment ! *twas this fleſh begot 

Thoſe pelican daughters. | 

; Bag. Pillicock ſat on pillicock-hill, alow, alow, loo, 
00! 

Fool, This cold night will turn us all to fools, and 
madmen. N | 

Edg. Take heed o' th' foul Fiend; obey thy parents; 
keep thy word juſtly; ſwear not; commit not with man's 
ſworn ſpouſe; ſet not thy ſweet-heart on proud array. 
Tom's a-cold. : 

Lear. What haſt thou been? - 

Edg. A ſerving-man, proud in heart and mind; that 
curl'd my hair, wore gloves in my cap, ſerv'd the Juſt 
of my miſtreſs's heart, and did the act of darkneſs wit! 
her: ſwore as many oaths as I ſpake words, and b: ok: 
them in the ſweet face of ern One that flept in the 

COR- 
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. contriving luſt, and wak'd to do it. Wine loy'd I deep: 
Iy; dice dearly; and in woman, out-paramour'd the 
Turk, Falſe of heart, light of ear, bloody of hand; hog 
An ſloth, fox in ſtealth, wolf in greedineſs, dog in mae: 
neſs, lion in prey. Let not the creaking of ſhoes, not 
the ruſtling of ſilks, betray thy poor heart to woman, 
Keep thy foot out of brothels, thy hand out of plackets, 
thy pen from lender's books, and defie the foul fiend, 
Still through the hawthorn blows the cold wind: ſays 
ſaum, mun, nanny, dolphin my boy, boy, Seffey : let 
him trot by. [Storm ſtill. 
Lear. Thou wert better in thy grave, than to anſwer 
with thy uncover'd body this extremity of the skies. Is 
man no more than this? Conſider him well. Thou ow'ft 
the worm no filk, the beaſt no hide, the ſheep no woo], 
the cat no perfume. Ha! here's three of us are ſophi- 
ſticated. Thou art the thing itſelf; unaccommodated 
man is no more but {ugh a poor, bare, forked animal as 
thou art, Off, off, you lendings: come, unbutton here, 
[ Tearing off his cloaths. 
Fool. Pr'ythee, nuncle, be contented ; 'tis a naughty 
nicht to ſwim in. Now a little fire in a wild field, were 
like an old lecher's heart, a ſmall ſpark, and all the reſt 
on's body cold; look, here comes a walking fire, 
Edg. This is the "foul Flibbertigidbet; he begins at 
curfew, and walks till the firft cock; he gives the web 
and the pin, ſquints the eye, and makes the hair-lip; 
mildews the white wheat, and hurts the poor creature 


of the earth. | 
St. Withold footed thrice the Wold; 
He met the night-mare, and her nine-fold, 
Bid her alight, and her troth plight, 
And aroynt thee, witch, aroynt thee, 
Kent, How fares your Grace? 
Enter Glo'ſter with a torch, 
Lear, What's he ? ; 
Rent. Who's there? what is't you ſeek? 


Glo. What are you there? your names ? 
Edz. Poor Tom, that eats the ſwimming frog, the 


toad, the tod-pole ; the wall-newt, and the mh; ; 
| that 


Go into th' houſe. 
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chat in the fury of his heart, when the foul fiend rages, 
eats cow-dung for fallets; ſwallows the old rat, and 
the ditch-dog,; drinks the green mantle of the ſtand ng 


pool; whois whipt from tything to tything, and ſtock- 


puniſh'd, and impriſon'd : who hath had three ſuits co 
his back, fix ſhirts to his body; 
Horſe to ride, and weapon to wear ; 


But mice, and rats, and ſuch ſmall deer 
Have been Tom's food for ſeven long year. 


} 


Beware my follower. Peace, Smol;in, peace, thou fiend? 


Glo. What, hath your Grace no better company ? 
Eadg. The Prince of darkneſs is a gentleman, Aſodo 
he's call'd, and Mahn. | 

Glo. Our fleſhand blood, my lord, is grown fo vile, 


That it doth hate what gets it. 


Edg. Tom's a-cold. | | 

Glo, Go in with me; my duty cannot ſuffer 
T' obey in all your Daughters hard commands: 
Though their iujunction be to bar my doors, 

And letthis tyrannous night take hold upen you; 
Yet have 1 ventur'd to come ſeek you out, | 
And bring you, where both fire and food is ready. 

Lear. Firſt, let me talk with this Philoſopher ; —— 
W hat is the cauſe of thunder? | 

Kent. My good lord, take his offer, 

Lear, 1'il talk a word with this ſame learned Thebas : 
W hat is your ſtudy ? 

Edg. How to prevent the fiend, and to kill yermin, 
Tear. Let us ask you one wofd in private. 

Kent, Importune him once more to go, my lord, 
His Wits begin t'unſettle. 

Glo. Canſt thou blame him? © [Storm ſtill. 
His Daughters ſeek his death: ah, that good Kent! 
He ſaid, it would be thus; poor baniſh'd man 
Thou ſay'ſt, the King grows mad; I'ltell thee, friend 
I'm almoſt mad my ſelf; I had a fon, 

Now out- law'd from my blood; he fought my life, 
But lately, very late; I lov'd him, friend, 
No father his fon dearer : true to tell thee, 
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The grief hath craz'd my wits. What a night's this 3 
J do beſeech your Grace. | Pfr : 
Lear. O cry you mercy, Sir: | 
Noble Philoſopher, your company. 
Edg. Tom's a-cold, 
Glo. In, fellow, into th' hovel; keep thee warms 
Lear. Come, let's in all. f 
Kent. This way, my lord. 
Lear. With himz 
I will keep ſtill with my Philoſopher, 
Kent, Good my lord, ſooth him; let him take the 
fellow. e = 
Glo. Take him you on, _ | 
Kent. Sirrah, come en; along with us. 
Lear. Come, good Athenian. _ 
Glo. No words, no words, huſh, 
Edg. Child Rowland to the dark tower came, 
His word was ſtill, fie, foh, and fum, 5 
I ſmell the blood of a Brizih man. [Exeun. 


SCEN E changes to Glo'ſter's:Caftle. 


| Enter Cornwall, and Edmund. | 
Torn. 1 will have revenge, ere I depart his houſe, 
Edm, How, my lord,. I may be cenſur'd, that Na- 
ture thus gives way te loyalty, ſomething fears me to 
think of. pF Tine Bolt ede 
Corn, I now perceive, it was not altogether your 
brother's evil diſpoſition made him ſeek his death: 
but a provoking merit, ſet a-work by a reproyable 
badneſs in himſelf. 8 ee 
Edm, How malicious is my fortune, that I muſt re- 
pent to be juſt? this is the letter, which he ſpoke of; 
which approves him an intelligent party to the advan- 
tages of France, Oh heavens! that this treaſon were 
not; or not I the detector. | * 1 
Corn. Go with me to the Dutcheſs, 
Edm, If the matter of this paper be certain, you 
have mighty buſineſs in janae. 
Corn, True or falſe, it hath. made thee Earl of Gloſ- 
ter 2 ſeek out where thy father is, that he may: be 
roady for our Apprehenſion, + 


- 
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Fdm. If I find him comforting the King, it will 
{uf his ſuſpicion more fully. — | aſede.] I will perſe- 
vere in my courſe of loyalty, though the conflict be 
ſore between that and my blood. | 

Corn. I will lay truſt upon thee; and thou ſhalt fine 
a dearer father in my love. | Exeunt. 


SCENE, a Chamber in a Farm. houſe. 


| Enter Kent and Glo'ſter. 

Glo, Here is better than the open Air, take it thank- 
fully: I will piece out the comfort with what addition 
I can; I will not be long from you. [Exit, 
Kent. All the power of his wits has given way to his 
impatience: the gods reward your kindneſs! 
| Enter Eear, Edgar, and Fool. 
 Edg. Fraterreto calls me, and tells me, Ners is an 
angler in the lake of darkneſs: pray innocent, and be- 
ware the foul fiend. | 

Fool. Pr'ythee, nuncle, tell me, whether a madman _ 
be a gentleman, or a yeoman? 

Tear. A King, a King. | 
Fool. No, he's a yeoman that has a gentleman to his 


| fon: for he's a mad yeoman, that ſees his ſon a gen- 


tleman before him. | 
Lear. To have a thouſand with red burning ſpits 
Come hizzing in upon em Fs 
Edg. The foul fiend bites my back. 
Fool. He's mad that truſts in the tameneſs of a wolf, 
the health of a horſe, the loye of a boy, or the oath 


of a whore. ; 2 


Lear. It ſhall be done, I will arraign 'em ſtrait, 
Come ſit thou here, moſt learned juſticer; 
Thou ſapient Sir, fit here now, ye ſhe-foxes! 
'  Edg. Look, where ſhe ſtands and glares. Wanteſt 
At tryal, Madam? — [thou eyes 
Come o'er the Broom, Beſly, to me. 
Fool, Her Boat hath a Leak, and ſhe muſt not ſpeak 
Why ſhe dares not come over to thee, 
Edg. The foul fiend haunts poor Tom in the voice of a 
Rightingale, Hopdance cries in Toms belly for two white 
C 3 1 5 herrings 
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r Croak not black angel, I have no food for 
thee. | To N 
Kent. How do you, Sir? ftand yeu not ſo amaz'd; 
Will you lye down, and reſt upon the Cuſhions? 
Lear. I'll ſee their tryal firſt, bring me in the evidenee, 
Thou robed man of juſtice, take thy place; 
And thou his yoke-fellow of equity, 
Bench by his ſide, You are o'th' commiſſion, ſit you tos: 
Edg. Let us deal juſtly, ———— 7] 
Sleepeſt, or wwaleſt thou, jolly Shepherd? 
' Thy Sheep be in the Corn; 
And for one Blaſt of thy minikin Mouth, 
Thy Sheep ſhall take no Harm. 
Purre, the Cat, is grey. 


Tear. Arraign her firft, ris Gonerill. 1 here take 


my Oath before this honourable Aſſembly, ſhe kick'd 
the poor King her Father. 


Fel. Come hither, Miſtreſs, is your name Gonerill? 


Lear. She cannot deny it. | | | 
Fool. Cry you mercy, I took you for a Joint-ſtool. 
a_ And here's another, whoſe warpt Looks pro- 
claim 
What ftore her Heart is made of. Stop her there; 
Arms, arms, ſword, fire, — Corruption in the place! 
Falſe juſticer, why haſt thou let her ſcape? _ 
Eg. Bleſs thy five wits © 1 
Kent, O pity! Sir, where is the patience now, 
That you ſe oft have boaſted to retain ? 
Edg. My tears begin to take his part ſo much, 


They mar my counterfeiting. Aſide, 


Lear, The little dogs and all, 


Tray, Blanch, and Sweetheart; ſee, they bark at me — 
Edg. Tom will throw his head at them; ayaunt, you 
Be thy mouth or black or white, [curs: 


Tooth that poiſons if it bite; 

Maſtiff, grey-hound, mungril grim, . 
Hound or ſpaniel, brache, or hym; 
Or bobtail tike, or trundle- tail, 

Tom will make him weep and wall : 
For, with throwing thus my head, 
Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled. 
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Do, de, de, de: Sefſey, come, march to wakes and fairs, 
And market towns; poor Tom, thy horn is dry. 

Lear. Then let them anatomize Regan ſee what 
breeds about her hearts there any cauſe in naturethat 
makes theſe hard hearts ? You, Sir, I entertain for one 
of my hundred; only, I do not like the faſhion of your 
garments. You will ſay, they are Perſian; but let them 
be chang'd, | | 


Re-enter Glo'ſter. 
Kent. Now, good my lord, lie here and reſt a while, 
Lear, Make no noiſe, make no noiſe, draw the cur- 
So, ſo, we'll go to ſupper i'th* morning, [ tains 5 
Fool. And Vil go to bed at noon. 
Glo. Come hither, friend; where is the King my 
maſter ? | 
Kent, Here, Sir, but trouble him not; his wits are 
one, . ö 
Glo. Good friend, I pr'ythee, take him in thy arms: 
I have o'er- heard a plot of death upon him: 
There is a litter ready, lay him in't, 
And drive tow'rd Dover, friend, where thou ſhalt meet 
Both welcome and protection. Take up thy maſter. 
If thou ſhould'ſt dally half an hour, his life, 
With thine, and all that offer to defend bim, 
Stand in aſſured loſs. Take up, take up. 
And follow me, that will to ſome provifios 


Give thee quick conduct. 


Kent. Oppreſt Nature ſleeps: 
This Reſt might yet have balm'd thy broken Senice, + 
W hich, if Conveniency will not allow, | 
Stand in hard Cure, Come, help to bear thy Maſter; 
Thou muſt not ſtay behind. To Fool. 
Gloſt. Come, come, away. | | 
| [Exeunt, bearing off the King. 
; | Manet Edgar. | 
Edg. When we our Betters ſee bearing our Woes, 
We ſcarcely think our Miſeries our Fes. 
Who alone ſuffers, ſuffers moſt i'th' Mind; 
Leaving free things, and happy Shows behind: 
But then the Mind much Suff*rance does o'erskip, | 
When Grief bath Mates, and Bearing Fellowſhip. 
C4- How 
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How light, and portable, my pain ſeems now. M. 
When That, which makes me bend, makes the King bow; 
He childed, as I father'd! — Tom, aways ß 
Mark the high Noiſes, and thyſelf bewray, - — 
W hen falſe Opinion, whoſe wrong Thought defiles thee, 
In thy juſt Proof repeals, and reconciles thee. | | 
What will, hap more to Night; ſafe ſcage the King! Y 
Lurk, Lurk. — | [Exit Edgar, | 


S CEN E changes to Glo'ſter's Caſtle. 


Enter Cornwall, Regan, Gonerill, Edmund, and Ser- 
vants. 


Corx. Poſt ſpeedily to my lord your husband, ſhew 
him this letter; the army of Franoe is landed; ſeek out 
the traitor Glo er. 5 | 

Keg. Hang him inſtantly. | 

Gon, Pluck out his eyes. | ER 

Corn. Leave him to my diſpleaſure. Edfund, keep 
ycu our lifter company; the revenges, we are bound to 
take upon your traiterous father, are not fit for your 
beholding. Adviſe the Duke, where you are going, to 
a moſt feſtinate preparation; we are bound to the like, 
Our Poſts ſhall be ſwift, and intelligent betwixt us, Fare- 
wel, dear ſiſter; farewe], my lord of Glo'/er. | 

Enter Steward. 1 
How now? where's the King? 

Stew, My lord of Gloſter hath convey'd him hence; 
Some five or fix and thirty of his Knights, 
Hot Queſtriſts after him met him at gate; | 
Who with ſome other of the Lords dependants, | 
Are gone with him tow'rd Dover; where they boaſt 5 
To have well- armed friends. | | 

Corn, Get horſes for your miſtreſs. 

Gon. Farewel, ſweet lord, and liſter, 

| | [Exeunt Gon, and Edm? 

Cern. Edmund, farewel: — £0 ſeek the traitor 
| Glo'ſter ; 

Pinion him like a thief, bring him before us: 
Though well we may not paſs upon his life 
Without the form of juſtice ; yet our pow'r 
Shall do a court'ſie to our wrath, which men 
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Corn. Cunning 


Pluck out his poor old eyes; nor thy fierce lifter 


E - 
May blame, but not controul, 8 

Enter Glo'ſer, brought in by Servants; 
Who's there? the traitor? 

Reg. Ingrateful fox! 'tis he. 

Corn. Bind faſt his eorky arms. [fider} 

Glo, What mean your Graces ? Good my Friends, con- 
You. are my Gueſts :: Do me no foul play, friends. 

Corn. Bind him, I BY They bind him 

Reg. Hard, hard: O filthy traitor! | 

Glo, Unmerciful lady as you are! I'm none. 

3 this chair bind him. Villain, thou ſkalt - 

Md 45 

Glo. By the kind gode, tis moſt ignobly done 
To pluck me by the beard. | 

Reg. So white and ſuch a traitor ?- 

Glo. Naughty lady, | | 25 
Theſe hairs, which thou doſt raviſh from my chin; 
Will quicken and accuſe thee; I'm your Hoſt; 

With robber's hands, my hoſpitable fayoyrs 
You ſhould not ruffle thus. What will yolt do? 
Corn. Come, Sir, what Letters had you late from 

France? é | | : | 

Rez. Be ſimple anſwerer, for we know the truth. 

Corn. And what confed'racy have you with the traitors, 


Late footed in the kingdom? 


Reg. To whoſe hands | 
Hive you ſent the lunatick King ? ſpeak. 

Glo. I have a letter gueſſingly ſet down, 
Which came from one that's of a neutral heart, 
And not from one oppos'd... 


Reg. And falſe. 3 
Corn. Where haſt thou ſent the King? 

Glo. To Dover. 

Reg. Wherefore to Dover? 

Waſt thou not charg'd, at peri ! 

Corn, Wherefore to Dover? let him firſt anſwerthat?. 
Glo, Tam ty'd to th' ſtake, and Tmuſt ftand he courſe, - 
Reg. Wherefore to Dover? | 

Glo. Becauſe I would not ſee thy cite! rait 
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In his anointed fleſh ſtick boariſn phangs. 
The ſea, with ſuch a ſtorm as his: 8 head 
In heil-black night indur'd, would have buoy d up. 
And quench'd the ſtelled fires : 

Yet poor old heart; he heip'd the heav' ns to rain. 

If wolves kad at thy gate howl'd that ſtern time, 


Thou ſhould'ſt have ſaid, © good porter, turn the key; 


Al cruels elſe ſubſerib'd; but 1 fHall ſee 
The winged vengeance overtake ſuch Children. 


Corn. Tee ſhalt thou never. Fellows, hold the chair. - 


Ypon theſe eyes of thine, 1'IF ſet my foot. 


[Glo'ſter is held down, white: Cornwall treads out 


one of his eyes. 
Gls. He that will think to live till he be old, 
Give me ſome help, = O cruel! O you gods! 7 
Reg. One iide will mock another; th'other- too 
Corn. If you ſee vengeance —— | 
Ser, Hold your hand, my lord: 
I've ſerv'd you ever ſince I was a "ts ; 
But better ſervice have I never done you, 
Than now to bid yeu hold, 
Reg. How now, you dog ? 
Ser v. If you did wear a beard. upon your chin, 
Id ſhake it on this quarrel. What do you mean? 
Corn. My villain! 


Ser. Nay then come on, and take the chance of anger. 


Fight; in the Scuſſe Cornwal is wounded. 


Reg. Give me thy ſword. A peaſant ftand up thus? 


f Xitls him. 

Ser. Ob, I am Main my lord, you have one 
eye left | 

To ſee ſome miſchief on him. Oh —— Dies. 


Corn. Leſt it ſee more, prevent it; out, vile gelly: 
Where is thy Juſtre now: [Treads out the other eye, 


Glo. All dark and comfortleſs —— Where s my ſon 


Eamund? 
Edmund, enk indle all the ſparks of nature 
To _ this horrid act. 
. Our, »reacherous villain. 
bee call't on him that hates thee : Tt was he, 
That made the overture of thy treaſons to us: _ 
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Who is too good to pity thee. 
Glo: O my follies! | 
Then Edgar was abus'd. Kind gods, forgive - 
Me that, and proſper him! 
Reg. Go. thruſt: him out 
At gates, and let him ſmeil- his. way to Dover. 
rad ary 85 | Ex. with Glo ſter. 
How is't, my lord? how look you? - 
Corn. I have receiv'd a hurt; follow me, Lady. 


| Turn out that eyeleſs villain ; throw chis flave . 


Upon the dungmhill. Regan, | bleed apace. 
Untimely eomes this hurt. Give me your arm. N 
| [Exit Corn. led by Regan. 

Tf; Serv. I'll never care what Wickedneſs I do, 

If this Man come to Good. Rf 

24, Serv, If She live long, ' . 
And, in the End, meet the old courſe of Death, 
Women will all turn Monſters. 

1/4. Serv, Let's follow the old Earl, and get the Bedlam + 
To lead him where he would; his roguifh Madneſs 
Allows itfelf to any Thing. Eggs 

2d. Serv. Go thou; I'll fetch ſome Flax and whites of © 
T'zpply to's bleeding Face. Now, Heaven help him! 

[ Exeunt ſeverally. 
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A'C T IV. 
Enter Edgar. ; | 


E F better thus, and known to be contemn'd, 
Than ſtill contemir'd and flatter'd, To be worf, ', 
The loweſt, moſt dejected thing of Fortune, | 
Stands ſtilt in eſperance; lives not in fear. 

The lämentable change is from be beſt; | 

The worſt returns to laughter. Welcome then, 
Thou unfubſtantial air, that 1 embrace! 
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The wretch, that thou haft bluwn unto the wad; 
Owes nothing to thy blaſts, 
Enter Glo'ſter, led by an old man.. 
But who comes here? | | 
My father poorly led? World, world, O world! 
But chat thy. ſtrange Mutations make us wait thee, 
Life would not yield to age. 
old Man. O my good Lord, I have been your tenant, 
And your Father's tenant, theſe fourſcore years. 
Glo. Away, get thee away: good friend, ne. 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all, 
Bhee they may hurt. | 
Old Man. You cannot ſee your way. 
Glo. 1 have no way, and therefore want. uo eyes: 
I ſtumbled when I ſaw, Full oft 'tis ſeen, 
Our mean ſecures us; and our meer defects 
Prove our commodities. O dear ſon Edgar). 
The food of thy abuſed father's wrath ; 
Might I. but live to ſee thee in my Touch, 
Fd ſay, I had eyes again! 
Old Man. Hot: now? who's there? 
Edg. O Gods! who is't can ſay, I'm at Hound 2 
n worſe, than e'er I was.. e 
Old Man. Tis poor mad Tom. Ss 
Edg. And worſe 1 may be yet: the worlt is notz 
So long as we can ſay, this is the worſt. 
Old Man. Fellow, where goeſt? 
Glo. Is it a beggar-man ?- 
Old Man. Madman, and beggar too. 
Glo. He has ſome reaſon, elſe he could not beg; | 
FPth' laſt night's ſtorm I-fuch a fellow ſaw; 
Which made me think a man, a worm, My ſon 
Came then into my mind; and; yet my mind _ 
W as then ſcarce friends with him, I've heard more linee] 
As flies to wanton: boys, are we to th' Gods ;. ; 
They kill us for their ſport. | 
Edg. How ſhould this be!. 2 
Bad is the trade mY play the fool to ſorrow; 
Ang'ripg it ſelf and thers Bleſs 
Glo. f. that the nad fellow 3 ?. ns 
Old Man. 1 my lord. 
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Glo, Get thee away : if, for my ſake, 
Thou wilt o'ertake us hence a mile or twain 
I' th' way tow'rd Dover, do it for ancient love; 
And bring ſome Covering for this naked ſoul,. 
Whom I'll intreat to lead me. 


Old Man, Alack, Sir he is mad. [blind 2: 
Glo. Tis the time's plague, when madmen lead the 
nt, Do as I bid, or rather do thy pleaſure ;. 
| Above the reft, be gone. 
ey old Man. lll bring him the beſt parrel that J have, 
Come on't what will. [ Exits 


_ © Glo, Sirrah, naked fellow, . 
Edg. Poor Tom's a · cold. — I cannot daub it further, 
Glo. Come hither, fellow. 
Edg. And yet I muſt ; 
Bleſs thy ſweet eyes, they bleed. 
Glo, Know'ft thou-the way to Dover ? : 
Edg. Both ftile and gate, horſe-way and foot- path a 
poor Tom hath been ſcar'd out of his good wits. Blefs 
thee, good man, from the foul fiend. Five fiends 
have been in poor Tom at once; of Luſt as Obidicut; 
Hobbididen, Prince of dambneſs; Mahu, of ſtealing; 
Mohu, of murder; and Flibbertigibbet, of mopping and 
| mowing ;z. who ſince poſſcfles chamber-maids and wait- 
ing women. | { plagues; 
Glo. Here, take t his purſe, thou whom the heavens 
Have-humbled to all ſtrokes. That I am wretched, 
Makes thee the happier : heavens deal ſo ſtill! 
Let the ſuperfluous, and luſt-dieted man, 
That ſlaves your ordinance, that will not ſee 
| Becauſe he do's not feel, feel your power quickly: 
So diſtribution thould undo exceſs, | 
And each man have enough. Doſt thou know Dover? 
Edgy. Ay, maſter. 3 
G. o. There is a cliff, whoſe high and bending head 
Looks fearfully on the confined deep: 
Bring me but to the very brim of it, 
And lell repair the miſery thou doſt bear, 
With ſomething rich about me: from that place 
1 Hall no leading need. | 
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| Ede. Give me thy arm, - | 
Poor Tom ſhall lead thee. Exeunt. 


s C-E N E, the Duke of Albany's Palace. 
Enter Gonerill, and Edmund. | 


Gon. Welcome, my lord. 1 maryel, our mild hu. 

Not met us on the way. 1 e 5 
Enter Steward. 
Now, where's your: Maſter ? 

Stew, Madam, within; but never man fo chang'd : = 

I told him of the army that was landed: 

He ſmil'd at it. I told him you were coming, | 

His anſwer was, the worſe, Of Glofter's treachery; . 
And of the loyal ſervice--of his ſon, 

When J inform'd him, then he call'd me fot; 

And told me I had turn'd the wrong fide out. 
What moſt he fhould diſlike, ſeems Prone gms to him 3 4 
What like, offenſi ve. 

Gon. Then ſha]! you go no further. | 
It is the cowifh terror of his f pirit, 4 | 
That dares not undertake + he'll not feel wrongs; - 

Which tie him to an anfwer-; 3 our wiſhes on the way 
May prove effects. Back, Edmund, to my brother; 
Haſten his mufters, and conduct his powers. d 
I muſt change arms at home, and give the diſtaff 
Into my husband's hands. This truſty ſervant 
Shall paſs between us: you ere long ſhall hear, | 
If you dare venture in your own behalf, 3 
A Miftrefs's command. Wear this; ſpare ſpeech, | | 
Decline your head. This kifs, if it durſt ſpeak; 
Would ftretch thy ſpirits up into the air: 
Conceive, and fare thee well, 
Fam. Yours in the ranks of lee." 
Son. My moſt dear Gl&fter . FExit Edmund, * 
Oh, the ſtrange difference of man and man! | 
To thee a Woman's feryices are due, 
My fool ufurps my body. 
Stew. Madam, here comes my lord. 


| Fus. 4 


; 
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Enter Albany. 

Go#y, I have been worth the whiſtle, . 

Alb, Oh Gonerill, 

You are not. worth the duſt which the rude wind 
Blows in your face. I fear your diſpeſition: 
That Nature, which contemns its origine, 
Cannot be border'd certain in it ſelf ; . 

She that her ſelf will fliver and dif-branceh, 

From her material ſap, perforce. muſt wither, 

And come to deadly uſe. P 

Gan. No more; tis fooliſh.” 

Ale. Wiſdom and goodneſs to the vile ſeem vile ; 
Filths favour but themſelves -— What have you done? 
Tygers, not daughters, what have you periorm'd ? 

A father, and a gracious aged man. 
Moft barb'rous, moſt degenerare, have you madded. 
Cou'd my good Brather ſuffer you-to do it, 


A man, a Prince by him ſo benefited? 


If that the heav'ns do not their vifible Spirits 
Send quickly down to tame the vile offences, 


Humanity muſt perforce prey on it ſelf, 


Like menſters of the deep. 

Gon, Milk-liver'dman } —. | 
That bear'ſt a cheek for blows, a head for wrongs; - 
Who haft not in thy brows an eye diſcerning 


Thise honour, from thy ſuffering; that not know'ſt, 


Fools do theſe villains pity, who are punifh'd 


Ere a have done theizmiſchief. Where's thy Dram? 
Prance ſpreads his Banners in our noiſeleſs land, 
With plumed helm thy ſlayer Begins his threats; 


Whilſt thou, a moral fool, ſit'ſt ftill, and cry'ſt, 
« Alack! why does he ſo : —:c2X:? | 
Alb. See thy ſelf, devil: 
Proper deformity ſeems not in the fiend 
So Rorrid as in woman. 
Con. © vain fool! 


Alb, Thou chang'd, and ſelf-converted thing! Foro 


ſhame, + 
Pe- monſter not thy feature, ' Wer't my fitneſs . 
To let theſe hands obey my le unf blood, 
They're apt enough to diſſocate and tear as 
Y: 
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Thy fleſh and bones. 
A woman's ſhape doth ſhield the 


Gon, Marry, your manhood now. 
Enter Meſſenger. 


Meſ. Oh, my good lord, the Duke of Cornwall s dead] 'S 


"Slain by his ſervant, going to put out 
The other eye of Glo 'fter.. 
Alb. Glo er's eyes! 


Meſ. A ſervant, * he bred, thrill'd with remorſe} 


Oppos'd againſt the act; bending his ſword. 

To his great maſter : who, thereat inrag d, 
Flew on him, and amongſt them fell'd him dead: 
But not without that harmful ſtroke, which Lace 
Hath pluck'd him after. ; 

Alb, This ſhews you are above, 

You Juſtices, that theſe. our nether crimes ; 
So ſpeedily can venge. But O poor Gloſter 7” 
Loft he his other eye? 

Me{. Both, both, my lord. | 
This letter, Madam, craves a ſpeedy anſwer 3 2 
Tis from your ſiſter. 

Gon, One way, I like this well; | 
But being widow, and my Glo fer with her, 

May all. the building in my fancy pluck. 
Upon my. hateful life. Another way, 


The news-is not ſo tart,_ I'll read, ard anſwer. TEx3t2. | 


Alb. Where was his ſon, when they did take his eyes? £ 
Meſ. Come with my lady hither. 

Alb. He's not-here.. 

Me ſ. No, my good lord, I met him back again. 

Alb, Knows he the wickedneſs ?. 


Meſ. Ay, my good lord, *twas he inform'd againft him, 


And quit the houſe of purpoſe, that air puniſhment 
Might have the freer conrſe. | 

Alb, Glo'ſter, I live 
To thank thee for the love thou ſhew'dſt the King,. 
And to-revenge tbine eyes. Come: hither, friend, 
Tell me, what more thou know'ſt. [ Exeunt”. 


SCENE,, 


Howe'er thou art a fend 
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SCENE, Dover. 
Enter Kent, and a Gentleman. 
Rent. The King of France ſo ſuddenly gone back? 


Know you the reaſon? th 
Gent, Something he left imperfect in the State, 

Which ſince his coming forth is thought of, which 

Imports the Kingdom fo much fear and danger, 

That his Return was moſt requir'd and neceſſary, 

Kent. Who hath he left behind him General? _ 

Gent. The Mareſchal of France, Monſieur le Far. 

Kent. Did your letters pjerce the Queen to any de- 
monſtration of grief? 
Gent, I, Sir, ſhe took 'em, read 'em in my preſence 

And now and then an ample tear trill'd down 

Her delicate cheek : it ſeem'd, ſhe was a Queen 

Over her paſſion, which, moſt rebel-like, 

Sought to be King o'er ber.. 
Kent. O, then it moy'd ber.... : 

Gent. But not to Rage. Patience and Sorrow ſtrove 

Which ſhould expreſs her goodlieſt; you have ſeen. 

Sun-ſhine and rain at once: —her Smiles and Tears 

Were like a wetter May, Thoſe happieſt ſmiles, 

That play'd on her ripe lip, ſeem'd not to know 

What gueſts were in her Eyes; which parted thence, 

As pearls from diamonds dropt. — In brief, 

Sorrow would be a rarity moſt belov'd, 

If all could ſo become it | 
Kent, Made ſhe no verbal queſtion ? Father 
Gent. Ves, once, or twice, ſhe heav'd the Name of 

Pantingly forth, as if it preſt her heart. 

Cry'd, ſiſters! ſiſters Shame of Ladies! ſiſters! 

Kent ! Father! Siſters! what? i'th' ſtorm? i'th' night? 

Let Pity ne'er believe it there ſhe ſhook | 

The holy water from her heav'nly Eyes; 

And, Clamour-motion'd, then away ſhe ſtarted 

To deal with grief alone. 

Kent. It is the Stars, | 

The Stars above us, govern our conditions: 

Elfe one ſelf-mate and mate could not beget 

Such diff rent iſſues. Spoke you with her ſince ?- _ 

| - | Gent. 
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Gent, No, 5 | 
Kent. Was this before the King return'd ? 
Gent, No, ſince. | | LE 5 
Kent. Well, Sir; the poor diſtreſſed Lear's in town; 
Who ſometimes, in his hetter tune remembers 
What we are come about; and by no means 
Will yield to fee his daughter. En g 
Gent. Why, good Sir? 3 
Kent. A ſov'reign ſhame ſo bows him; his unkindaefs, 
That ſtript her from his Benediction, turn'd her 
To fareign caſualties, gave her dear rights | 
To his dog-hearted daughters; Theſe things ſting him 
80 venemouſly, that burning ſhame detains him 
From his Cordelia. 


Gent. Alack, poor gentleman! . ſnot? 


Kent, Of Albany's, and Cornwall's Pow'rs you heard 
Gent. Tis ſo, they are a-foot. . 
Kent, Well, Sir, I'll bring you to eur maſter Lear, 
And leave you to attend him, Some dear cauſe - 
Will in Concealment wrap me up awhile : 
When I am known aright, you ſhall not grieve 


Lending me this acquaintance, Pray, along with me, 
| [Exennt, 


 _$SCENE,. a Cam. 
Enter Cordelia, Phyſician, and Soldiers. 


Cor. Alack, 'tis he; why, he was met even now 
As mad as the vext ſea; ſinging aloud; + 
Crown'd with rank fumiterr, and furrow-weeds, 
With hardocks, hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowers, 
Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 

In our fuftaining corn, Send forth a cent'ry; 
Search every acre in the high-grown field, 6 


And bring him to our eye. What can man's Wiſdom 


In the reſtoring his bereaved fenſe, | 

He, that: helps him, take all my outward worth, . 
Phyſ. There are means, Madam: 

Our foſter nurſe of nature; is re poſe; 

The which he lacks; that to prevoke in Him, 

Are many Simples operative, whoſe power 

Wall cloſe he eye of anguiſh, Þ 
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My lady char g'd my duty. in this buſineſs... 


KING LEAR OO 
Cor. All bleſt Secrets, ER . 
All you unpubliſn'd Virtues of the Earth, 


Spring with my tears; be aidant, and remediate 


In the good man's diftreſs! ſeek, ſeek for him; 
Leſt his ungovern'd rage diſſolve the life, i 
That wants the means to lead it. 
= Enter a Meſſenger, 
Meſ. News, Madam: 5 
The Britiſa Pow'rs are marching hitbherward. | 
Cor. *'Tis known before. Our 1 ſtands 
In expectation of them. O dear father, | 
It is thy buſineſs that Igo about: therefore great France 
My Mourning and important Tears hath pitied. 
No blown ambition doth our arms incite, 
But love, dear love, and our ag'd father's right: 
300n may I hear, and ſee him! Exeunt. 


8 c E N k, Regan's Palate. 
Enter Regan, and Steward. 
Neg. But are my Brother's Powers ſet forth? 
Siew, Ay, Madam. 
Reg. Himſelf in perſon there? 
Stew, With much adee | 
Four ſiſter is the better ſoldier: 


Reg. Lord Edmund ſpake not with your lady at home? 


Stew. No, Madam. 

Reg. What might import my ſiſter's letter to him? 

Stew, I know not, lady. 

Reg. Faith, he is poſted hence on ſerious matter. 
It was great ign'rance, Glo'fter's eyes being out, 


Jo let him live, where he arrives, he moves 


All hearts againſt us: Edmund, I think, is gone, 
In pity of his miſery, to diſpatch | | 
His nighted life: moreover to deſery 
The ſtrength o'th' enemy. 5 
Stew, I muſt needs after him, Madam, with my letter? 
' Reg. Our troops ſet forth to morrow: ſtay with us 
The ways are dangerous. . 1 5 
Stew, I may not, Madam; 
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Reg. Why ſhould ſhe write to Edmund? might not you 
Tranſport her purpoſes by word ? Belike, 
Something ———| know not what — love 

thee much 5 N 
Let me unſeal the letter. | 

Stew. Madam, I had rather * 
Reg. I know, your lady does not love her husband: 
I'm ſure of that; and, at her late being here, 

She gave ſtrange ceiliads, and moſt ſpeaking looks 
To noble Edmund. I know, you're of her boſom. 
Stew, I, Madam ? 5 : 
Reg. I ſpeak in underſtanding: pou are: I know't; 
Therefore, I do adviſe you, take this note. 
My lord is dead; Edmund and I have italk'd, 
And more convenient is he for my hand, 
Z Than for your lady's: you may gather more: 
If you do find him, pray you, give him this; | 
And when your Miſtreſs hears thus much from you, 
I pray, deſire her call her wiſdom to her. So farewel, 
If you do chance to hear of-that blind traitor, 
| Preferment falls on him that cuts him off. 
I Stew. Would I could meet him, Madam, I ſhould ſhew- 
HY What party I do follow, | 
Reg. Fare thee well,  [Exennt, 
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S CE N E, the Countey, near Dover. i 
Enter Glo'fter, and Edgar as a Peaſant, 3 


Slo. When ſhall I come to th' top of that ſame hill? 
Edg. Vou do climb up it now. Look, how we labour: T 
Glo, Methinks, the ground is even. 121 of» S 
Edg. Horrible ſteep. +5 1 

Hark, do you hear the ſ ee?! by x 3 

B 
N 


Glo. No, truly. F 

Edg. Why then your other ſenſes grow imperfect 
By your eyes anguiſh, | 

Glo. So may it be, indeed. : 
Methinks, thy voice is alter'd; and thou fpeak'ft 
In better phraſe and matter than thou didit. 

Edg. You're much deceiy'd: in nothing am I chang' d, 
Zut in my garments. | | 

lo. Sure, you're better ſpoken. 


— 


ag. 


Ve 


Cannot be heard ſo high. 
Leſt my brain turn, and the deficient ſight 


* Proſper it with thee! Go thou further off, 


This world 1 do renounce; and in your ſights 


— 
_ m0 — 
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Edg. Come on, Sir, here's che place — ſtand ſtill. 
| How fearſul 5 | 
And dizzy 'tis, to caſt one's eyes ſo low! | 
The crows and choughs, that wing the midway air, 
Shew ſcarce ſo groſs as beetles, Half way down 
Hangs one that gathers Samphire; dreadful trade! 
Methinks, he ſeems no bigger than his head. 
The fiſher-men, that walk upon the beach, 
Appear like mice; and yond tall anchoring bark, 
Diminiſh'd to her cock; her cock, a buoy. 55 
Almoſt too ſmall for ſight. The murmuring Surge, 
That on th' unnumber'd idle pebbles chafes, 
1'Il look no more, 
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Topple down headlong. | 
Glo. Set me, where you ſtand, | | 
Edg. Give me your hand: you're now within a foot 
Of th' extream verge: for all below the moon 
Would I not leap upright. | 
Glo. Let go my hand: | 
Here, friend, *s another purſe, in it a Jewel 
Well worth a poor man's taking. Fairies, and Gods, 


Bid me farewel, and let me hear thee going. 
Edg. Now fare ye well, good Sir. [Seems to go, 
Glo. With all my heart. | 
Edg. Why do I trifle thus with his deſpair 2-- 
Tis done to cure it. 5 
Glo. O you mighty Gods! 
Shake patiently my great affliction off: 
If I could bear it longer, and not fall 
To quarrel with your great oppoſeleſs Wills, 
My ſnuff and loathed part of nature ſhould 
Burn it ſelf out. If Edgar live, O bleſs him! | 
Now, fellow, fare thee well. [He leaps and falls along; 
Edg. Good Sir, farewel. | 
And yet I know not how Conceit may rob 
The treafury of life, when life it ſelf 
Yields to the theft. Had he been where he thought, 
By this, had thought been paſt. — Alive or dead? 
Hoa, you, hear you, friend! Sir! Sir! fpeak! _ n 
N 9 * 5 : T us 
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Thus might he paſs, indeed yet he revives. | | T] 
What are you, Sir? | I's H 
Gio. Away, and let me die. [air, 


Eug. Had'ſt thou been aught but Goſs'mer, feathers, an 
So many fathom down precipitating, SR 5 
Thou'd'ſt ſhiver'd like an egg: but thoudoſt breathe, 

Haſt heavy ſubſtance, bleed ſt not; ſpeak, art ſound? WM pi 


Ten maſts at each make not the altitude, ke 
Which thou haft perpendicularly fall'n. m 
Thy life's a miracle. Speak yet again. | de 
Glo. But have 1 fall'n, or no? B. 
Edg. From the dread ſummit of this chalky bourn! cl. 


| 
j 
| 


Look up a height, the ſhrill-gorg'd Lark ſo far 
Cannot be ſeen or heard: do but look up. 
Glo, Alack, I have no eyes. | | 

Is wretchedneſs depriv'd that benefit, 


To end it ſelf by death? 'twas yet ſome comfort, Ji 

When miſery could beguile the tyrant's rage, FT 

And fruftrate his proud will, . en 

25 Edg. Give me your arm. | 1 85 di 
Up, ſo— how is't ? feel you your legs? you and, w 

Glo. Too well, too well. p. 

Eag. This is above all ſtrangeneſs, _ e 

Upon the crown o'th* cliff, what thing was that, tc 

Which parted from you? | p 


Glo. A poor unfortunate beggar. 5 
Edg. As 1 ſtood here below, methought his eyes I: 
Were two full moons ; he had a thouſand noſes, 


But who comes here ? 
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| Horns welk'd, and wav'd like the enridged ſea: V 
i It was ſome fiend. Therefore, thou happy father, 1 
| Think, that the cleareſt gods, who mike them honours A 
| Of men's impoſlibilities, have preſery'd thee, ly 
| Glo. I do remember now: henceforth I'll bear m 

Affliction, *till it do cry out it ſelf, 45 | { 
| Enough, enough, and die. That thing you ſpeak of, 't 
| I took it for a man; often '"twould jay, I; 
| The fiend, the fiend — he led me to that place. 1 
| Edg. Bear free and patient thoughts. h t. 
| Enter Lear, dreſt madly with flowers. | 7 
| 


air, 
ers, 
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The ſafer ſenſe will ne'er accommodate 
His maſter thus. | 
Lear. No, they cannot touch me ſor coyning : I 
am the King himſelf. | 
 Eay. O thou fide- piercing fight! 
Lear. Nature's above art in that reſpect. There's your 
preſs- money. That fellow handles his bow like a crow- 
keeper: draw me a clothier's yard. Look, look, a 
mouſe! Peace, peace; —this piece of toaſted cheeſe will 
do't — — there's my gauntlet, I'll prove it on a giant. 
Bring up the brown bills. O, well flown Barb! 7th” 
clout, i'th' clout : hewgh. Give the woid, 
 Edg. Sweet marjoram. | 
Tear. Paſs. 
Glo. I know that voice. 


Lear, Ha! Gonerill ! hah! Regan! they flaiter'd me | 


like a dog, and-told me 1 had white hairs in my beard, 
ere the black ones were there. To ſay ay, and no, to 
every thing that I ſaid —Ay, and no too, was no good 
divinity, When the rain came to wet me once, and the 
wind to make me chatter ; when the thunder would net 
peace at my bidding; there I found 'em, there I ſmelt 
'em out: Go to, they are not men of their words; they 
told "Ui I was every thing: 'tis a lie, I am not ague- 
roof, | | : 
- Glo. The trick of that voice I do well remember: 
Is't not the King? 

Lear. Ay, every inch a King. 
When I do ftare, ſee, how the ſubject quakes, 


1 pardon: that man's life. What was thy cauſe ? 


Adultery ? thou ſhalt not die; die for adultery ? no, the 
wren goes to't, and the ſmall gilded fly does letcher in 
my ſight, Let copulation thrive : for Glo ſter's baſtard- 
ſon was kinder to his father, than my daughters got 
*tween the lawful ſheets. To't, luxury, pell'mell; for I 
lack ſoldiers. Behold yon ſimpering Dame, whoſe face 
'tween her forks preſages ſnow; that minces vir- 
tue, and does ſhake the bead to hear of pleaſure's name. 
The fitchew, nor the ſoyled horſe goes to't with a more 
riotous appetite: down from the waiſt they are cen- 
taurs, tho* wamen all above: but to the girdle do the 


Gods inherit, beneath is all the fieads, There's hell, 
there's 
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there's darkneſs, there's the ſulphurous pit, burning, 


- ſcalding, ſtench, conſumption; fie, fie, fie; pab, pah; 


ive me an . ounce of civet, good apothecary, to 
weeten my imagination! there's money for thee, 

Glo. O, let me kiſs that hand. 

Tear. Let me wipe it firſt, it ſmells of mortality. 

Go. O ruin'd piece of nature! this great world 
Shall ſo wear out to naught. Do'ft thou know me? 

Lear. 1 remember thine eyes well enough! doſt thou 
ſquiny at me? no, do oy worſt, blind Cupid , I'll not 
love. Read thou this challenge, mark but the penning 
of it. 

Glo. Were all the letters ſuns, I could not ſee one; 
Edg. 1 would not take this from e it is, 
And my heart breaks at it. | 

Lear, Read. 5 ; 

Slo. What, with this caſe of eye? 

Lear, Oh, ho, are you there 9h me? no eyes in 
your head, nor no money in your purſe ? your eyes 
are in a heavy caſe, your purſe in a light; yet you 
ſee how this world goes. 

Glo. I ſee it feelingly. . E 

Lear. What, art pes 7 a man may * how this world 
goes, with no eyes. Look with thine ears: ſee, how 
yond juſtice rails upon yond ſimple thief. Hark in thine 
ear: change places, and handy-dandy, which is the 
juſtice, which is the thief ? Thou haſt feen a farmer's 
dog bark at a beggar? | 

Glo. Ay, S. : 

Tear. And the creature run from the cur? there thou 


might'ſt behold the great image of authority; a 408 ; 


obey'd in office, 
Thou raſcal-beadle hold thy bloody hand: 

Why doſt thou laſh that whore? ſtrip thy own wh 
Thou hotly luſt'ſt to uſe her in that kind, 


For which thou whip'ft her. Th' uſurer hangs the 


cozener. 
Through tatter'd cloaths ſmall vices do appear; 
Robes and furr'd gowns hide all, Plate fins with gold, 
And the ſtrong lance of Juſtice burtleſs breaks: 
Arm it in rage, a pigmy” s ſtraw doth Pierce it. 
None 
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None does offend, none; I ſay, none; 1'll able em; 
Take that of me, my friend, who have the pow'r 
To ſeal th' accuſer's lips. Get thee glafs eyes, 
And, like a ſcurvy politician, ſeem 
To ſee the things thou do'ſt not. [cder, ſo, 
Now, now, now, now. Pull off my boots: harder, har- 
Edg. O matter and impertinency mixt, 
Reaſon in madneſs ! | 
Lear: If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes. 
J know thee well enough, thy name is Gloſter; 
Thou muſt be patient; we came crying hither: 
Thou know 'ft, the firſt time that we ſmell the air, 


We wawle and cry, I will preach to thee: mark — 


Glo. Alack, alack the day! 

Lear. When we are born, we cry, that weare come 
To this great Stage of fools. — This a good block !— 
It were a delicate ſtratagem to ſhooe 
A troop of horſe with Felt;.I'] put't in proof; 
And when I've ſtol'n upon theſe ſons-in-law, 
Then kill, Kill, kill, kill, kill; kill, 

Enter a Gentleman, with Attendants, 


Gent. O, here he is, lay hand upon him; Sir, 
Your moſt dear daughter | 
Lear, No reſcue? what, a priſoner ? I am even 
The natural fool of fortune, Uſe me well, 
You ſhall have ranſom: Let me have ſurgeons, 
Jam cut to th' brains, | | 
Gent. You'ſhall have any thing. 
Lear. No ſeconds? all my ſelf? 
Why this would. make a man, a man of ſalt; 


— 


To uſe his eyes for garden-water-pots, - 
And laying autumn's duſt. I will die bravely, 


Like a ſmug bridegroom. What? I will be jovial: 

Come, come, lama King, My Maſters, know you that? 
Gent, You-are a royal one, and we obey you. 
Lear. Then there's life in't. Come, an you get it, 


You ſhall get it by er f ſa, fa, ſa, fa. [ Exits © 


Gent. A-ſight moſt- pitiful in the meaneſt wretch, 
Paſt ſpeaking of in a King. Thou haſt one daughter, 
Who redeems nature from the general curſe 

” "Wi Which 


—— 22 N 7 9 — 5 
I >; . — Ee _ 
—_ : . 4 — —5 — 


= +» 2 2 moot 
1 8 — 
. —— * — : 


— 

2 —2— 

* 2 
— Yoo — 


— EC 


* 
. 

— 2 88 
3 — 


gr 


xk 
« 
= 
= 
is 
1 
+ 
15 
[i 
It 
+4} 
is 
* 
9 
* 
1 
1 
1 
by 
Va 
10 
2% 
* 7 
Ay 
7 -_ 
1 4 
14 
* 1 y 
q 
J 
9 
aA 
18 
7 55 
1 
1 
8 
2 
g 
: 
% 


"4 


Sr 
n P 
5 „ 


AS” N — 4 oy 7. - 
E e 


* 


22 . 


r 
25 is. * 


= 
—ü— ], 
; " 2-0 
r 
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Which twain have brought her to. 
Eag. Hail, gentle Sir. 5 
Gent. Sir, ſpeed you: what's your Will? 
Edg. Do you hear ought, Sir, of a battel toward e 
Gent. Moſt ſure, and 9 every one Near that, 
Which can diſtinguiſn ſoun 
Edg. But by your .: 
How near's the other army ? | 
Gent, Near, and on ſpeedy foot: the main defray 
Stands on the hourly thought. 
Eag. 1 thank you, Sir: That's all. | 
Gent. Though that the Queen on ſ pecial cauſei is bee: 
Her army is mov'd on. IExit. 
Edg, I thank you, Sir. 
Glo. You ever gentle Gods, take my breath from me; 
Let not my worſer ſpirit tempt me again 
To die before you pleaſe. 
Eag. Well pray you, father. 
Glo, Now, 3 Sir, what are you? | 
Edg. A moſt poor man, made tame to fortutte's blows] 
Who by the Art of known and feeling ſorrows, 
Am pregnant to good pity, Give me your hand. 
I'll lead you to ſome biding. : 
' Gbo, Hearty thanks; 
The bounty and the benizon of heav n 
To boot, and boot! 


Enter Steward. 


Srew, A 8 prize! moſt happy ! 

That eyeleſs head of thine was firſt fram'd fleſh} 
To raiſe my fortunes. Old unhappy traitor, 
Briefly thy ſelf remember: the ſword is out, 
That muſt deſtroy thee. 
Slo. Let thy friendly hand 

Put ſtrength enough tot. 

Stew. Wherefore bold peaſant, ; 
Dar'ſ thou \ * a publiſh'd traitor ? hence; 
Left that th' infection of his fortune take 


Like hold on thee. Let. go his arm, 
Edg. Chill not let go, Zir, without vurther' 'cafion; 


| . 


Siu. Let go, 428 < or thou dy . 
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Edg. Good gentleman, go your gate, and let poor 
volk paſs: and *chud ha' been zwagger d out of my life, 
*twould not ha'been 20 long as tis by a vort- night. 
Nay, come not near th' old man: keep out, che vor'ye, 
or ice try whether your coſtard or my bat be the har- 
der; chill be plain with you. | 1 i] 

Stew. Out, dunghill! * ql | 

Edg. Chill pick your teeth, Zir: come, no matter 
vor your foyns. + [Edgar knocks him down. 

Stew, Slave thou haſt flain me: vallain, take my purſe 
If ever thou will thrive, bury my body, | 


And give the letters, which thou ſind'ſt about me 


To Edmund Earl of Glo ſter: ſeek him out x: 
Upon the Engliſh party, Ob, untimely death! 


Edg. I know thee-well, a ſerviceable villain; 
As duteous to the vices of thy Miſtreſs, 
As badneſs would deſire. =. 

Glo, What, is he dead? 


E dg. Sit you down, father: reſt you. 
Let's ſee theſe pockets; the letters, that he ſpeaks of, 


May be my friends: he's dead; I'm only ſorry, _ 
He had no other death's- man. Let us ſee 
By your leaye, gentle wax and manners blame us 
not: 
To know our enemies. minds, we rip their hearts; 
Their papers are more lawful. | | 


Reads the Letter. 


Te? our reciprocal vows be remembred. You have many 
opportunities to cut him off: if your Will want not, time 
and place will be fruitfully offer d. There is nothing done, 
if he return the conqueror. Then am 1 the priſoner, and 
his bed my goal; from the loathed warmth whereof de- 
liver me, and ſupply the place for your labour. 


Your (wife, ſo I would ſay) affe#tionate 
25 Servant, Gonerill. 


Oh, undiſtinguiſh d ſpace of woman's Will ! 
A plot upon her virtuous husband's life, 


And the exchange my brother, Here, i'sh'ſands 
| Mm D 2 The 


Dies. 
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And woes, by wrong ima ginazions, loſe 
The knowledge of themſelves 
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ee III rake up, the poſt unſanctified 


| Of murth'rous letchers: and in the mature time, 


With this ungracious. paper ſtrike the light 


Of the death-praftis'd Duke: for him tis well, 
That of thy death and buſineſs I can tell. 


Glo. The King is mad; how ſtiff is my vile ſenſe; 


That I ſtand up, and have ingenious: Feeling 


— my huge ſorrows! better I were diſtract, 
o ſhould my thoughts. be, end. from my griefs; : 
| Dram afar. off. 


Edg. Sve me your bands 
Far off, methinks, I hear the beaten drum. 
Come, father, 11 beſtow you with: 3 friend. I Ern 


SCENE phone to. 4 Chamber. | 


Enter Cordelia, Kent, and Phyſician. 
Cor. O, thou. good: Kent, how. ſhall I live and work 


0 match thy Goodneſs? life will be toe ſhort, 
And ev'ry meaſure fail me. 


Lene. Tobe acknowledgd, Madam, is o'erpaid; 
All my reports go with the modeſt truth, 


; Nor More, nor. clipt, but o. 


Cor. Be better ſuited; 5 6 
Theſe weeds are memories of thoſe worſer ies; : 
I pr'ythee, put them off. | 

Kent. Pardon, dear Madam, | 
Yet to be known, Mortens my made intent; 

My boon I make it, that: you. h]] me not, 


Till time and I think mret. 


Cor. Then be it ſo, 8 


=o lord. How does the Ling Erste Phyſician, 


."Phyſ. Madam, ſlee ps (tilt, 
Cor. O ye kind Gods 


Cure this great breach in his 1 nature; 


Th' untun d and jarring ſenſes, O, wiad up 
Of this child changed father. 5 
Phyſ. Pleaſe your: Majeſty, 


That me may — the ing hebath deptlong2 


KING LEAR 


Cor. Be govern'd by your knowledge, and proceed 
Pth' ſway of your own will: is he array'd? 
Enter Lear in a chair, carried by ſervants. 
Phyſ. Ay, Madam; in the heavineſs of fleep, 
We put freſh garments on him. | 
Be by, good Madam, when wedo awake him; - 
J doubt not of his temperance. JV; 
Cor, O my dear father ! Reftauration, hang 
Thy medicine on my lips; and let this kiſs: 
Repair thoſe violent harms, that my two ſiſters 
Have in thy reverence made! 
Kent, Kind and deareſt Princeſs! _ | 
Cor. Had you not been their father, theſe white flakes 
Did challenge pity of them. Was this a face, 
To be expos'd againft the warring winds ? | 
Fo ſtand againft the deep, dread-bolted Thunder? 
In the moſt terrible and nimble Stroke | 
Of quick, croſs Lightning? To watch poor Perdue, 
With this thin Helm? — My very Enemy's Dog, 
Though he had bit me, ſhou'd have ſtood That Night 
Againft my fire: And waſt thou fain, poor Father, 
To hovel thee with ſwine and regues forlorn, 
In fhort and muſty-ftraw? alack, alack! 
'Tis wonder, that thy life and wits, at once, | 
Had not concluded all. — He wakes; ſpeak to him. 
Phyſ. Madam, do you; *tis fitteſt. | | 
Cor. How does my royal lord? how fares yourMajeſty? 
Lear. You do me wrong to take me out o'th' grave; 
Thou art a foul in bliſs, but I am bound , 
. Upon a wheel of fire; that mine own tears 
Do ſcald like molten lead. 
Cor, Sir, do you know me? 5 
Lear. You are a ſpirit, I know; when did you die ? 
Cor. Still, ſtill, far wide "gh 
Phyſ. He's ſeirce awake, let him alone awhile. 
Lear. here have I been? where am I? fair day-light? 
I'm mightily abus'd ; I ſhould even die with pity, _ 
To ſec another thus, I know not what to fay; 
1 will not ſwear, theſe are my hands: let's ſee, 
I feel this pin prick : would, I were affur'd 
Of my condition, 


7 


ZING LEAR © 


Cor. O look upon me, Sir, 

And hold your hand in benediction o'er me? 

No, Sir, you muſt not kneel. | 
Lear. Pray, do not mock me; 

T am a very fooliſh fond old man, | 

Fourſcore and upward; and to deal plainly, 

I fear, I am not in my perfect mind. Eo lie vw. 5 

Methinks, I ſhould know you, and know this man; 

Yet I am doubtful : for I'm mainly ignorant, 

What place this is; and all the ckill I have, 

Remembers not thefe garments; nay, I know not 

Where I did lodge laſt night. Do not laugh at me, 

For, as I am a man, I think, this lady 

To be my child Cordelia. | | 
Cor. And ſo I am; I am. . 

you, weep 


Lear. Be your tears wet? yes, faith; I pray 
If you have poiſon for me, I will drink it; 
] know, you do not love me; for your ſiſters 
Have, as I do remember, done me wrong. 
You have ſome cauſe, they have not. 

Cor. No cauſe, no cauſe, | 

Tear. Am I in France? 

ent. In your own kingdom, Sir. 

Lear. Do not abuſe me. 3 

Phyſ. Be comforted, good Madam; the great Rage, 
You ſee, is cur'd in him: — and, yet, twere Danger 
To make him even o'er the Time, h'as loſt, 
Deſire him to go in; trouble him no more, 

Till further 1 

Cor. Will't pleaſe your Highneſs walk? 

Lear. You muſt bear with me; | 
P ray you now, a forgive; | 1 
I am old and fooliſh,  [Exennt Lear, Cord, 

| | Phyſ. and Attendants. 
Manent Kent and Gentleman. 
Gent. Holds it true, Sir, that the Duke of Corxwall 
was ſo flain? | 
Kcnt, Moſt cer ain, Sir. 
Gent, Who is Conductor of his people? 
RCA. As tis ſaid, the Baſtard Son of Go Per. 


Gent. They ſay, Edgar, his baniſht Son, is Vieh the 
Earl of Kent in Germany. ” 


Kent. Report is changeable; Tis time to look about: 
the Powers of the Kingdom approach apace. . 


Gent. The Arbitrament is like to be bloody. 
Fare you well, Sir. Exit Gent. 
Kent. My Point and Period will be throughly wrought, 
Or well, or ill, as this day's Battle's fought. 
A $593: We [Exit Rent, 
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AC T W. 
SCENE, A Camp. 
Enter Edmund, Regan, Gentlemen, and Soldiers. 


Edm. V NOW of the Duke, if his laſt purpoſe held; 
N or whether ſince he is advis'd by aught, 
To change the courſe ? he's full of Alteration, 
And ſelf-reproving: bring his conſtant See 
Reg. Our ſiſt r's man 1s certainly miſcarry d. 
Edm. Tis to be doubted, Madam. 5 
Reg. Now, ſweet lord, 
You know the goodneſs I intend upon yon: 
Tell me but truly, but then ſpeak the truth, 
Do you not love my ſifter > 
Edm, In honour'd love. 
Reg. But have you never found my brather's way 
To the fore-fended place ? 
Edm. No, by mine honour, Madam. 
Reg. I never ſhall endure her; dear my lord, 
Be not familiar with her. | 
Edm. Fear not; ſhe, and the Duke her husband 
Enter Albany, Gonerill, and Soldiers. 
Gon. I'd rather loſe the Battle, than that Siſter 
Should looſen him and Me. [Aſides 
Alb. Our very loving ſiſter, well be met: 
Sir, this hear, the King is come to his daughter, 
With others, whom the rigour of our ſtate 
Forc'd to ery out. Where I could not be honeſt, 
I never yet was valiant : hays this buſineſs, 
; 4 
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It toucheth us, as France invades our Land, Me 
(Not holds the King, with others, whom, I fear, 
Moſt juſt and heavy cauſes make pole.) * 

Edm. Sir, you ſpeak nobly. 

Reg. Why is this reaſon'd? 

Gon. Combine together gainſt the aye 
For theſe domeftick and particular broils | 
Are not the queſtion here. 15 

Edm. 1 ſhall attend you preſently at your Tait, 


Alb, Let's then determine with th'Antient of war 8 


On our proceeding. 
Reg. oaks you'll go With us? 
1 5 
Reg. Tis moſt convenient, pray you, go with us. 
Gon. Oh ho, 1 know the riddle, I will go. 


As they are going out, Enter Edgar diſguis dt. 


Eg. If eber your Grace had 85 with man ſo poor, 
Hear me one word. 
Alb. I'll overtake you: - ſpeak. 


& [Exennt Edm. TD Gon. and Attendants, ; 


Edg. Before you fight the battel, ope this letter. 
If you have vict'ry, let the trumpet ſound 
For him that brought it: wretched though I ſeem, | 
I can produce a Champion, that will prove 
What is avouched there. If you miſcarry, 

Your buſineſs of the world hath ſo an end,. 
And machination ceaſes. Fortune love you! Hh 
Alb. Stay, 'til} I've read the letter. Sha, 

Edg. 1 was forbid it. = 
When time ſhall ſerve, let but the herald cry, 


And PI appear again. Zit. 
Alb. Why, fare thee well; I WII o'erlook thy paper. 


Re-enter Edmund. 

Edm. The Enemy's in view, draw up your Powers. 
Hard is the gueſs of their true ftrength and forces, | 
By diligent diſcovery ; but your 8 
1s now urg'd on you. 288 

Alb. We will greet the time. | Lei. 

Edm. To both theſe ſiſters have 1 sen my love: 
Each jealous of the other, as the ſtung f 
Are of the adder, Which of them ſhall 1 take ? 


Both 
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Both? one:? or neither? neither can be enjoy'd, 

If both remain alive: to take the widow, 
Exaſperates, makes mad her ſiſter Gonerill; 

And hardly ſhall I carry out my ſide, 

Her husband being alive, Now then, we'll uſe 

His countenance for the battel; which being done, 
Let her, who would be rid of bim, deviſe. = 
His ſpeedy taking off. As for the mercy 

Which he intends to Lear and to Cordelia, 

The battle done, and they within our power, 
Shall never ſee his -pardon : for my ſtate 

Stands on me to defend, not to debate. Exit. 


S CE NE, another open Field. 
Alarum within. Enter with drum aud colours, Lear, 
Cordelia, and ſoldiers over the ftage, and exeunt. 
| En er Edgar and Glo'ſter. 

Edg. Here, father, take the ſhadow of this tree 
For your good 'Hoſt;; pray, that the right may thrive 2 
If ever I return to you again, 

III bring you comfort. 
Glo. Grace be with you, Sir! Exit Edgar. 
Alarum, and retreat, within. 
| Re-enter Edgar. 

Edgy, Away, old man; give me thy hand, away; 

King Lear hath loſt, he and his daughter ta'en, 
Give me thy hand. Come on. 

Glo, No further, Sir; a man may rot even here. 

Edg. What in ill thoughts again? men muſt endure. 
Their going hence, ev'n as their coming hither: 

Ripeneſs is all; come on. | | 

Glo. And that's true tooz. [I Exeunt. 
Enter in Conqueſt, with Drum and Colours, Edmund; 

Lear and Cordelia, as priſoners; Soldiers, Captain. 
adm. Some Officers take them away; good guard, 
Until their greater pleaſures firſt be known, | 
That are to cenſure them, 

Cor. We're not the firſt, 

Who with beſt meaning have incurr'd the worſt: 
For thee, oppreſſed King, am I caſt down; 
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My ſelf could elſe out-frown falſe fortune's frown 
Snall we not ſee theſe daughters and theſe ſiſters? 
Lear, No, no, no, no; come, let's away to priſon; 
| We two alone will ſing, like birds i'th' cage: © 
When thou doſt ask me Bleſſing, 1'll kneel down, 
And: ask of thee Forgiveneſs : ſo we'll live, | 
And pray, and fing, and tell old tales, and laugh _ 
At gilded butterflies: and hear, poor 4 5 | 
Talk of Court-news, and we'll talk with them too, 
Who loſes, and who wins; who's in, who's out: 
And take upon's the myſtery of things, 
As if we were God's ſpies. And we'll: wear out, 
In a wall'd priſon, packs and ſects of Great ones, 
That ebb and flow by th' moon. | ; 15 
Edm. Take them away | 
Lear. Upon ſuch Sacrifices, my. Cordelia;. 3 
The Gods themſelves throw incenſe. Have I caught thee?: 
He that parts us, ſhall bring a brand from heaven, 
And fire us hence, like foxes; wipe thine eye, | 
The good-jers ſhall devour them, fleſh and fell, 
Ere they ſhall make us weep; we'll ſee em ſtarv'd firſts, 
Come, Ex. Lear and Cordelia guardeds. - 
Eidm. Come hither, Captain, hark, 
Take thou.this note; go, follow them to prifon. 
One ſtep I have advanc'd thee; if thou doſt 
As vhis inſtructs thee, thou deſt make thy way 
To noble fortunes :- know thou this, that men 
Are as the time is; to be render. minded 
Do's not become a ſword; My great employment 
Will not bear queſtion; either ſay, thou'lt do't; 
Or thrive by other means. 
Capt. I'II do't, my lord, 5 | 
Eum. About it, and write happy, when thou'ft done;. 
Mark, I fay, inſtantly; and carry. it ſo, | 
As IL. have ſet it down. | [Exit Captain. 


Flouriſi. Enter Albany, Gonerill, Regan, and Soldiers. 


Alb. Sir, you have ſhew'd to day your valiant ſtraia,, 
And fortune led you well: you have the Cipt:ves,. 
ho were the oppoſites of this day's ſtrife : 

We do, require. them. of you, ſo to uſe them, _ 
| e 


As we ſhall find their merits and our ſafety 
May equally determine. be Sm amy 
Edm. Sir, I thought it fit | 
To fend the old and miſerable King 
To ſome retention, and appointed guard; | 
Whoſe age has charms in it, whoſe title more, 
To pluck the common boſoms on his ſide; 
And turn our impreſt launces rr rn 
Which do command them, With him I ſent the Queen; 
My reaſon all the fame; and they are ready | 
To morrow, or at farther ſpace, t'appear 
Where you ſhall hold your Seſſion. At this time, 
We ſweat and bleed; the Friend hath loſt his Friend; 
And the beft Quarrels, in the Heut, are curſt. 
By thoſe that feel their Sharpneſs. 
The Queſtion of Cordelia, and her Father, 
Requires a fitter Place, 
Alb. Sir, by your patience, 
I hold you but. a Subject of this war, 
Not as a Brother, | 
Reg. That's as we lift to grace him. 
Methinks, our pleaſure might have been demanded}. 
Ere you had ſpoke fo far. He led our Pow'rs ;. 
Bore the Commiſſion of my Place and Perſon;, 
The which immediacy may well ſtand up, 
And call it ſelf your brother. | 
Son. Not ſo hot: PT: 
In his own grace he doth exalt himſelf, 
More than in your adyancement.. 
Reg. In my Right, ä 
By me inveſted, he compeers the bet... 
Alb, That were the moſt, if he ſhould husband yu. 
Reg. Jeſters do oft prove Prophets. 8 
Gon. Holla, holla! | 
That eye that told you fo, Took'd but a fquint. 
Reg. Lady, I am not weil, elſe I ſhauld anſwer 
From a full-flowing ſtomach. General, 
Take thou my ſoldiers, priſoners, patrimony, 
Diſpoſe of them, of me; the walls are thine :- 
Witneſs the World, that I create thee here 
My lord and maſter. | | | 
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Gon. Mean you to enjoy him: 

- Alb, The Lett alone lies not in your good Will. 
Edm. Nor in thine, lord. f 
Alb. Half. blooded fellow, yes. | | 
Reg. Let the drum ſtrike, and prove my Title thine. 
Alb. Stay yet; hear reaſon: Edmund, 1 arreſt thee 

On capital treaſon; and, in thy Arreſt, | 
This gilded Serpent: for your Claim, fair ſiſter, 
I bar it in the intereſt of my wife; 
"Tis ſhe is ſob· eontracted to this lord, 


And 1, her husband, contradi& your banes. 


If you will marry, make your loves to me, 
My lady is beſpoke. | 
Gon. An enterlude! m__—co_— | 
Alb. Thou art arm'd, Gloger; let che truwper found) 8 
If none appear to prove upon thy perſon 


Thy heinous, manifeſt, and many treaſons, 


There is my Pledge: I'll prove it on thy heart, 
Ere I taſte bread, thou art in nothing leſs 
To [ have here proclaim'd thee. | 
Reg. Sick, O ſick 
Gon, If not, I'll ne'er truſt poiſon. 72 de: : 
Edm. There's my exchange; what in the world he i is, 
That names me Traitor, vilainslike he lies; 
Calpby thy trumpet: he that dares approach, 
On him, on you, (who not?) I will maintain 
My truth and honour firmly, 
Alb. A herald, ho! | 


Enter 4 Herald, 
Truſt to thy ſingle virtue; for thy ſoldiers, 
All levied in my name, have | in my name 
Took their diſcharge 
Reg. This ſi e rows upon me. 
Alb. She is not well, convey her to my Tent. 
[Exit Reg. led. 
Cans hither, herald, let the trumpet found, 
And read out this. | [ 4 trumpet ſounds. 


Herald 
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any man of Quality, or Degree within tha liſis of the 
army, will maintain upon Edmund [uppeſed. Earl of 
Glo'ſter, that he is a manifold traitor, let him appear 


by the third ſound of the trumpet : he is bold in his 


deſence. | I ftrumpet. 
Her. Again. 2 frumpet. 
Her. Again. | 3 trumpet. : 


[Trumpet anſwers, within: 
Enter Edgar, armed... 


Alb. Ask him his purpoſes, why he appears, 
Upon this Call o'th' trumpet. | 
Her. What are you: a 2% 2 | 
Your name, your quality, and why you anſwer 
This preſent ſummons ? | 
Elg. Know, my name is loſt ; 
By treaſon's tooth bare-gnawn, and canker-bit ; 
Yet I am noble, as the Adverfary 
I come to cope. 
Alb. Which is that Adverfary ? 
F d4g.What's he, that ſpeaks for Edmund Earl of Glo'fler ? 
Edm. Himſelf, what ſay'ſt thou to him? | 
Edg. Draw thy Sword, 
That if my ſpeech offend a noble heart, 
Thy arm may do thee juſtice ; here is mine 
Behold, it is the privilege of mine Honours, 
My Oath, and my Profeſſion. I proteſt, 
Maugre thy ſtrength, place, youth, and eminence, 
Spite of thy victor-ſword, and fire- new fortune, 
Thy valour and thy heart, thou art a traitor; 
Falſe to thy Gods, thy brother, and thy father; 
Conſpirant 'gainſt this high illuſtrious Prince, 
And from th” extremeſt upward of thy head, 
To the deſcent and duft below thy foot, 
A moſt toad-ſpotted traitor. Say thou, no; 
This (ſword, this arm, and my beſt ſpirits are bent 
To prove upon thy heart, whereto I ſpeak, 
Thou lieft. | | 
Fam. 


F 
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Edm, In Wiſdom I ſhould ask thy name; 
But ſince thy outſide looks ſo fair and warlike, 


And that thy tongue ſome Say of Breeding breathes; 


What ſafe and nicely I might well delay 
By rule of Knight-heod, I diſdain and fpurn + 
Back do I toſs theſe treaſons to thy head, 
With the hell-hated lie o'erwhelm thy heart; 
Which (for they yet glance by, and ſcarcely bruiſe): 
This ſword of mine ſhall give them inſtant way, 
Where thou ſhalt reſt for ever. Trumpets, ſpeak, 
55 | [ Alarum, Fight. 
Gon. O, ſave him, ſave him; This is Practice, 
Glo'ſter : f | 
By th' law of war, thou waſt not bound to anſwer 
An unknown oppolrc thou art not yanquiſh'd, _ 
But cozen'd and beguil'd. 
Alb. Shut your mouth, Dame, 
Or with this paper I ſhall ſtop it; 
Thou worſe than any thing, read thine own evil: 
No tearing, lady; I perceive you know it. 
Gon. Say, if I do; the Laws are mine, not thine ; 
Who can arraign me for't ? | 4 | 
Alb. Monſter, know'ſt thou this paper? : 
Gon, Ask me not, what I know—— [Exit Gon. 
Alb, Go after her, ſhe's deſperate, govern her. 
Edm.W hat you have charg'd me with, That I have done, 
And more, much more; the time will bring it out. 
*Tis paſt, and ſo am 1 : but what art thou, 
That haſt this fortune on me? If thou'rt noble, 
I do forgive thee. | | 
Edg. Let's exchange charity: 


I am no leſs in blood than thou art, Edmund; 


If more, the more thou'ſt wrong'd me. 

My name is Edgar, and thy father's ſon, 

The Gods are juſt, and of our pleaſant vices 

Make inſtruments to ſcourge us: 

The dark and vicious place, where thee he got, 

Coſt him his eyes. arts Roy 
Edm. Thou'ſt ſpoken right, *tis true, 

The wheel is come full circle; I. am here. 


\ 5 8 
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Alb, Methought thy very gate did propheſie 
A royal Nobleneſs; I muſt embrace thee : — 
Let Sorrow fplit my heart, if ever E 
Did bate thee, or thy father! - 
Edg. Worthy Prince, I know't, 
Alb, Where have you hid your ſelf 
How have you known the miferies of your father? 
Edg. By dun king them, my lord. Liſt a brief tale, 
And when 'tis told, O, that my heart would burſt! —- 
The bloody Proclamation to eſcape, 80 
That follow'd me ſo near, (O our lives ſweetneſs! 


That we the pain of death would hourly bear, 


Rather than die at once) taught me to fhift 
Into a mad-man's rags; t' aſſume a Semblance, 
The very Dogs diſdain'd: and in this habit 


Met I my father with his bleeding rings, 


Their precious gems new loſt ; became his guide, 
Led him, begg'd for him, ſav'd him from deſpair ;. 
Never (O fault!) reveal'd my ſelf: unto. him, 
Until ſome half hour paſt, when J was arm'd, 
Not ſure, though hoping of this good ſucceſs, 


Task'd his bleſſing, and from firſt to 1: 


Told him my pilgrimage. But his flaw'd heart, 
Alack, too weak the Conflit to ſupport, 
Twixt two extremes of paſſion, joy and grief, 
Burſt ſmilingly. 3 

Baſt. This ſpeech of yours hath mov'd me, 


And ſhall, ꝑerchance, do good; but ſpeak you on, 
Tou look, as you had ſomething more to ſay. 


Alb. If there be more, moe woful, hold it in,, 


For I am almoſt ready to diſſolve, 


Hearing of this. 


Edo, —— This would have ſeem'd a Period; 
To ſuch as love not Sorrow : but Another, 


To amplify too much, would make much more, 


And top Extremity ! 

W bilſt J was big in Clamour, there came a Man; 

Who having ſeen me in my worſer State, 

$hunn'd my abhorz'd Society; but now finding 

W ho *twas, had ſo endur'd, with his ſſreng Arms 

He f:ften'd on my Neck z. and bellow'd out, | 
i As. 


As he'd burſt Heaven; threw him on my Father; 
Told the moſt piteous tale of Lear and him, 

That ever Ear receiv'd; which in recounting 
His Grief grew puiſſant, and the Strings of Life 


Began to crack, — Twice then the Trumpets ſounded, 


And there J left him trauac'd. 

Alb. But who was this? ; 

Edg. Kent, Sir; the baniſh'd Rent, who in diſguiſe. 

Follow'd his enemy King, and did him Service | 
Improper for a Slave, OT 
4: Enter a Gentleman. 

Gent. Help, help! 

Edg. What kind of help? 

Alb. Speak, man. 


Edg. What means this bloody Knife ? 7 [heart 


Gent. *Tis hot, it ſmokes; it came eyen from the 
Of O! ſhe's dead. — 
Alb. Who's dead ? ſpeak, man, 
Gent. Your lady, Sir, yeur lady: and her ſiſter 
By her is poiſon'd ; ſhe confeſſes it. 
Edm, I was contracted to them both; all three 
Now marry in an inſtant. | 
Edg. Here comes Kent. 
Exter Kent. 
Alb. Produce the bodies, be they alive or dead. 
[Gonerill and Regan's bodies brought out. 


This Judgement of the heay*ns, that makes us tremble, 


Touches us not with pity, -O! is this He? 
The time will not allow the compliment, 
Which very manners urge. | 
Kent. I am come | : 
To bid my King and Maſter aye good night; 
Is he not here? 

Alb. Great thing of us forgot! 


Speak, Edmund,where's the King ? and where's Cordelia? 


See'ſt thou this Object, Kent? 
Kent, Rlack, why thus ? 
Edm. Yet Edmund was beloy'd : 
The one the other poiſon'd for my ſake, 
And after ſlew her ſelf 1 8 
L £16. Even ſo; cover their faces. 
Edm 


2e 


ay hu 


Ed. 1, pant for life; ſome. good I mean t de, 
Deſpight of mine own nature. Quickly ſend, JF 
(Be brief) into the Caſtle; for my Writ 

Is on the life of Lear. and on Cordelia: 


Nay, ſend in time. 1 | 
Alb, Run, run, O run —— £1 bby 
Edg. To whom, my lord? who has the office? 

Send thy token of reprieve. 8 
Edm. Well thought on, take my ſword, 

Give it the Captain — | W | BY 
Eg. Haſte thee for life. [Exit Meſſengers 
Edm. He hath Commiſſion from thy wife and me 

To hang Cordelia in the priſon, and | 

To lay the 8 own deſpair. | 

Alb. The Gods defend her! bear him hence awhile. 

| = Edmund is born off. 


| Enter Lear, with Cordelia dead in his arms. 


Lear, Howl, howl, how], howl, — O you are men 
of ſtone, . 
Had I your tongues and eyes, I'd uſe them ſo, 
That heaven's vault ſhould crack: ſhe's gone for ever! 
I know when one is dead, and when one lives; 
She's dead as earth! lend me a looking-glaſs, 
If that her Breath will miſt or ſtain the ſtone, 
Why then ſhe lives. | 
Kent, Is this the promis'd End? 
Lear. This feather ſtirs, ſhe lives; if it be ſo, 
It is a chance which does redeem all. forrows, 
That ever 1 have felt. 


Kent, O my good maſter! [Arceling. 


Lear. Pr'ythee, away 

Edg. Tis noble Kent, your friend. ; 

Tear. A plague upon you, murth'rous traitors all! 
1 might have ſav'd her; now ſhe's gone for ever! 
Cordelia, Cordelia, ſtay a little. Ha! 

What is't thou ſay'ſt? ber voice was ever ſuft, 
Gentle and low; an excellent thing in woman. 
I kill'd the flave, that was a hanging thee. 
Gent. Tis true, my lords, he did. f 
Lear. Did I not, fellow? 
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I've ſeen the day, with my good biting faulchion 
I would have made them skip: I am old now, 
And theſe fame croſſes ſpoil me. Who are you? 
Mine eyes are none o th” beſt, ---- I'll tell you ftraies 
Kent. If fortune brag of two ſhe lov'd and hated, 
One of them we behold. ah oe 
Lear. Are you not Kent? 
Rent. The ſame; your ſervant Kent ; 
Where is your ſervant Caius ? 
Lear: *Twas a good fellow, I can tell you that, 
He'd ftrike, and quickly too: — he's dead and rotten: 
Kent. No, my good lord, I am the very man, — 
Lear. I'll ſee that ſtrait. | | 
Kent. That; from your firſt of difference and decay, 
Have follow'd your fad ſteps — WEL. 
Lear. You're welcome hither. [dead : 


Kent. Nor no man elſe; — all's cheerleſs, dark, and 


Your eldeſt daughters have foxe-done themſelves, 
And deſp'rately are dead. i 
| Lear, Ay ſol think. : POR 
Alb. He knows not what he ſays; and vain ist, 
That we preſent us to him, 
Edg. Very bootlefs, 
| Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſ. Edmund is dead, my lord. 
Alb, That's but a trifle, 
You lords and noble friends, know our intent; 
What Comfort to this great Decay may come, 
Shall be apply'd. For us we will refign, 
During the life of this old Majeſty, | 
To him our abſolute power: to you, your Rights, 
| | [To Edgar. 
With boot, and ſuch addition as your honours 
Have more than merited. All friends ſhall taſte 
The wages of their virtue, and all foes 
The cup of their deſervings: O ſee, fee —— 


Lear. And my poor fool is hang'd : no, no, no life. 


Why ſhould a dog, a horſe, a rat have life, 

And thou no breath at all? thou'lt come no more, 
Never, never, never, never, never 
Pray you undo this button. Thank you, Sir; 


* ys 
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Po you ſee this? look on her, look on her lips, | 


Look there, look there — | He dies. 


Edg. He faints; my lord, — 

Kent. Break heart, I pr'ythee break! 

Edg. Look up, my lord. | {him; 

Kent. Vex not his Ghoſt: O let him paſs! he hates 
That would upon the rack of this rough world 
Stretch him out longer, 

Fag. He is gone, indeed. 

Kent. The wonder is, he hath endur'd ſo long: 
He but uſurpt his life. 

Alb. Bear them from hence, our preſent buſinefs 
Is general woe: friends of my ſoul, you twain 
Rule in this Realm, and the gor'd State ſuſtain. 

Kent. I have a journey, Sir, ſhortly to go; 


My maſter calls me; I muſt not ſay, no. Dies. | 


Alb, The weight of this fad time we muft obey, 
Speak what we feel, not what we ought to fay. 
The oldeſt hath born moſt; we, that are young, 
Shall never ſee ſo. much, nor live ſo long. 
eExeunt with a dead March, 
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A DVERTIS EME NT. 
HERE AS R. Faller, with his Accomplices, have 
printed and publiſh'd ſeveral of Shakeſpear's Plays; 

and to- ſcreen their innumerable Errors, advertiſe, That 

they. are Printed as they are acted. and Induſtrioufly * 

report, that the faid Plays are printed from Copies made 

uſe of at the Theatres: I therefore declare, in Juſtice 

to the Proprietors, whoſe Right is baſely invaded, as 

well as in Defence of Myſelf, That no Perſon ever had, 

directly or indirectly from me, any ſuch Copy or Co- 

Pies; neither wou'd I be acceſſary on any Account, 

in Impoſing on the Publick ſuch Uſeleſs, Pirated, c 

and Maim'd Editions, as are publiſh d by the ſaid 

R. Walker. | 


W. CHE T WOOD, Prompter to His 
Majeſty's Company of Comedians at 
the Theatre-Royal in Drury- Lane. 
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Dramatis Perſonz. 


Antony. 
© Octavius Cæſar. 
Lepidus. 
Sex. Pompeius. 
Eadbarbus, 
Ventidius, 
Canidius, 
Eros, 
- Scarus, 
Decretas, 


a Demetrius, 
Philo, 


Mecænas, | 
Agrippa, | 
Dolabella, _ P Friends to Cæſar. 


3 and Followers of Antony. 


Proculeius, 
Thidias, 
Gallus, 
Menas, 
Menecrates, 
Varrius, 
Alexas, 3 

Mardian, Servants to Cleopatra. 


Ems to Pompey. 


Diomedes, 
A Soothſayer. 
Clown. 


Cleopatra, 3 f | 

Octavia, Siſter to Cale a — Wife to , OY 
Charmain, 
Iras, 


Ambaſſadors From Antony to Cæſar, Captains, Sol- 
aters, Meſſengers, and other Attendants, 


The SCENE hes in ſeveral Parts of the 
ann, e | 


Ladies attending on Cleopatra. 
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Antony and Cleopatra. 
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AC TJ. SCENT T 
SCENE Alexandria 25 Agypt. 


Enter Demetrius and Philo: 


IIa 4047 2 


ZAY, but this Doizoe of our General 
O'erflows the Meaſure, thoſe his good- 

E "Ty Eycs, 

That o'er the Files and Muſters of the 
War, 

Have glow 'd like Plated Mars, nov. 
bend, now turn 

The Office and Devotion of their View 

Upon a Tawny Front. His Captain's Heart, 

Which in the Scuffles of great Fights hath burſt 

The Buckles on his Breaſt, reneges all Temper, 

And is become the Bellows and the Fan 

To cool a Gypſies Luſt. Look where they come! 


.. 
Ga) 


XA. 


K 
II 


Enter Antony and Cleopatra, her Ladies; the Train, with 
Emunuchs fanning her. 


Take but good Note, and you ſhall ſee him, 
The triple Pillar of the World, transform'd 
Into a Strumpet's Fool. Behold and ſee. 
Cleo. If it be Love indeed, tell me ho- much? 
1 Ad. 


4 Antony and Cleopatra. 
Ant. There's beggary in the Love that can be en . 
Cleo. I'll ſet a bourn how far to be belov'd. 
Ant. Then muſt thou needs find out new Heav'n, newW-ẽ— 
Earth. 1 
f Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſ. News, my good Lord, from Rome. 
Ant. Rate me the Sum. 
Cleo. Nay hear them Antony. 
Fulvia perchance is angry; or Who knows, 
If the ſcarce-bearded Cæſar have not ſent 
His powerful Mandate to you. Do this, or this; 
Take in that Kingdom, and infranchiſe that; 
Perform't, or elſe we damn thee. 
Ant. How, my Love? 
Cleo. Perchance, nay, and moſt like, 
You muſt not ſtay here longer, your Diſmiſſion 
Is come from Ceſar, therefore hear it Antony. 
Where's Fulvia's Proceſs? Ceſar's, I would ſay both? 
Call in the Meſſengers ; as I am Ægypt's Queen, 
Thou bluſheſt Antony, and that Blood of thine 
Is Ceſar's Homager : Elſe ſo thy Cheeks pay Shame, 
When ſhrill'd tongu'd Flavia ſcolds. The Meſſengers, 
Ant. Let Rome in Tyber melt, and the wide Arch 
Of the raisd Empire fall; here is my Space, 
Kingdoms are Clay; our dungy Earth alike 
Feeds Beaſt as Man; the Nobleneſs of Life 
Is to do thus; when ſuch a mutual Pair, 
And ſuch a twain can do't; in which I bind, 
On Pain of Puniſhment, the Word to weet 
We ſtand up Peerleſs, 
Cleo. Excellent Falſhood ! 
Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her? 
ll ſeem the Fool I am not. Antony will be himſelf. 
Ant. But ſtirr'd by Cleopatra, f 
Now for the Love of Love, and his ſoft Hours, 
Let's not confound the Time with Conference harſn; 
There's not a Minute of our Lives ſhould ſtretch 
Without ſome Pleaſure now: What ſport to Night? 
Cleo. Hear the Ambaſſadors. | 
An. 
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Ant. Fie wrangling Queen! 
Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh, 
To weep; whoſe every Paſſion fully ſtrives 
To make it ſelf in thee fair and admir d. 
No Meſſenger but thine, and all alone 
To Night we'll wander through the Streets, and note 
The qualities of People. Come, my Queen, 
Laſt Night you did delire it. Speak not to us. 
[ Exeunt with their Train. 
Dem. Is Ceſar with Antonius priz'd ſo {light ? 
Phil. Sir, ſometimes when he is not Antony, 
He comes too ſhort of that great Properly” 
Which ſtill ſhould go with Autony. 
Dem. I am full ſorry that he approves the common 
Liar, who thus ſpeaks of him at Rome; but I will hope of 


better Deeds to Morrow. Reſt you happy. Exetiut. 
Enter Enobarbus, Charmian, Iras, Alexas, and a 
Soothſayer. 


Char. L. Alexas, ſweet e moſt any thing Alexas, 
almoſt moſt abſolute Alexas, where's the Soothſayer that 
you prais'd to the Queen? Oh! that I knew this Hui- 
band,” which you ſay, muſt change his Horns with Gar- 
laid. +. 

Alex. Soothſayer. 

Sooth. Your Will? ö 

Char. Is this the Man? Is't you, Sir, that know things? 

Soth. In Nature's infinite Book of Soerecy, a licus 1 
cm read. 

Alex. Shew him your Hand. | 

Eno, Bring in the Banquet quickly: Wine enough, 
Cleopatra's Health to drink. | 

Char. Good Sir, give me good Fortune. 

Sooth, I make not, but fond 
Char. Pray then, foreſee me one. 

Sooth. You ſhall be yet far fairer than you are. 

Char. He means in Fleſh. 

Iras. No, you ſhall paint when you are old. 

Char. Wrinkles forbid. 

Alex. Vex not his Patience, be attentive. 

Ghar, Hu! 4 
vol A 3 | Sootl. 
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6 Antony and Cleopatra. 

Sooth. You ſhall be more beloving than beloved. 

Char. J had rather heat my Liver with #7 gen 

Alex. Nay, hear him. 

Char. Good now, ſome excellent Fortune Let me be 
married to three Kings in a Forenoon, and Widow them 
all; let me have à Child at fifty, to whom Herod of Fewry 
may do Homage. Find me to marry me with ode, 
Cæſar, and companion me with my Miſtreſ z. | 

Sooth. You ſhall out-live the Lady whom you Hive, 

Char. Oh excellent, I love long Life better than Figs. 

_ Sooth. You have ſeen and proved a fairer former For- 
tune, than that which is to approach. 

Char. Then belike my Children ſhall have no der; a 
Prithee how many Boys and Wenches muſt I have? 4 

Sooth. If every of your Wiſhes had a Wins 
And foretel every Wiſh, a Million. | 

Char. Our Fool I forgive thee for a Witch. 

Alex. You think none but yur ow are pore to 
your Wiſhes. 

Char. Nay come, tell Iras hers. | 

Alex. We'll know all our Fortunes. | | 

Eno. Mine, and moſt of our Fortunes to Night; Gal i 
be to go drunk to Bed. 

Iras. There's a Palm preſages Chaſtity, ifnothing elſe. 

Char. E'en as the o'erflowing Nilus preſageth Famine. 

Iras. Go you, wild Bedfellow, you cannot Soothſay. 

Char. Nay, if an oily Palm be not a fruitful Prognoſti- 
cation, I cannot ſcratch mine Ear. Prithee tell her vor 2 
Workyday Fortune. 

Sooth. Your Fortunes are alike: 904+ 1 
| Iras. But how, but how —— give me Particulars. 

Sooth, J have ſaid. 

Iras. Am I not an Inch of Fortune better than me 

Char. Well if you were but an Inch of Fortune better 
than I; where would you chuſe it? 

Iras, Not in my Huſband's Noſe. 

Char. Our worſer Thoughts Heavens mend. 

Alex. Come, his Fortune, his Fortune. Oh let him 
marry a Woman that cannot go, ſweet Is, I beſeech thee, 


and let her die too, and give him a worſe, and let worſe 
follow 
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follow worſe, till the worſt of all follow him laughing to 
his Grave, Fifty-fold a Cuckold. Good Js, hear me this 
Prayer, though thou deny me a Matter of more Weight; 
good Js, I beſcech thee. 

Char. Amen. Dear Goddeſs, hear that Prayer of-the 
People. For, as it is a heart-breaking to ſee a handſome 
Man looſe-wiv'd, ſo it is a deadly Sorrow, to behold a 
foul Knave uncuckolded ; ; therefore dear Iſis, keep deco- 
rum, and fortune him accordingly. 

Iras. Amen. 5 
Alex. Lo now, if it lay in their Hands to make me a 
Cuckold, they would make themſelves Whores, but 

they'd do E 
Euter Cleopatra. 

Eno. Huſh, here comes Antony. 
Char. Not he, the Queen. 

Cleo. Saw you my Lord? 

Eno. No, Lady. 

Cleo. Was he not here? 

Char. No, Madam. | 

Cleo. He was diſposd to Mirth, but on the Gat: 

A Roman Thought had ſtruck him. Enobarbus, 

Eno. Madam, 

Cleo. Seek him, and bring him hither; where's Alexas . 

Alex. Here at your Service, my Lord approaches. 

Enter Antony with a Meſſenger and Attendants. 

Cleo. We will not look upon him; go with us. ¶ Exeunet 

Meſ. Fulvia thy Wife, firſt came into the Field. 

Ant. Againſt my Brother Lucius? 

Aeſ. Ay, but ſoon that War had end, and the times fate. 
Made Friends of them, jointing their Force*gainſt Cæſar, 
Whoſe better Iſſue in the War of ah), 

Upon the firſt Encounter drave them. 

Ant. Well, what worſt ? 

Meſ. The Nature of bad News infects the Teller. 

Ant. When it concerns the Fool or Coward ; on. 
Things that are paſt, are done, with me. *Tis thus, 
Who tells me true, though in the Tale lye Death, 

T hear him as he flatter'd. 
Me. Labienus, this is ſtiff News, 


A 4 ' Hath. 


. Antony and Cleopatra. 


Hath, with his Parthian Force, extended fu A; 
From Euplrates his conquering 
Banner ſhook, from Syria to Lydia, 
And to Tonia, whilſt 
Ant. Antony thou would'ſt ſay. 
 Meſ. Oh, my Lord. 
Ant. Speak to me home, mince not the general Tongue, 
Name Cleopatra as ſhe's call d in Rome. 
Rail thou in Fulvia's Praiſe, and taunt my Faults 
With ſuch full Licence, as both Truth and Malice 
Have Power to utter. Oh then we bring forth Wecds, 
When our quick Winds lye ſtill, and our Ils told us "i 
Is as our Earing; fare thee well a while. 
Me/. At your noble Pleaſure. 
Ant. From Scicion how the News?- Speak there, 
Meſ. The Man from Scicion, is there ſuch an one? 
Attend. He ſtays upon your Will. 
Ant. Let him appear; 
Theſe ſtrong Ægyptian Fetters I muſt TY 
Or loſe my ſelf in Dotage. What are. you? 
| Enter another Meſſenger with a Lester. 
2 Meſ. Fulvia thy Wife is dead. 
Ant. Where died ſre? 


2 NMeſ. In Scicion, her length of Sickneſs 


With what elſe more ſerious, 
Importeth thes to know, this bears. 

Ant. Forbear me. 
There's a great Spirit gone, thus did I deſire it. 
What our Contempts do often hurl from us, 
We with it ours again; the preſent Pleaſure, 


Buy Revolution lowing, does become 


The oppoſite of it ſelf; ſhe's good being gone, 
The Hand could pluck her back, that ſhoy d her on. 
I muſt from this Ægypeian Queen break off. 
Ten thouſand Harms, more than the Ills I know 
My Idleneſs doth hatch. How now Enobarbus : 
Enter Enobarbus. 

Evo. What's your Pleaſure, Sir? 

Ant. 1 muſt with haſte from hence. 

Exo. Why then we kill all our Women. We ſce 2 

mortal 
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mortal an Unkindneſs is to them, if they ſuffer our De- 
parture, Death's the word. | 

Ant. 1 muſt be gone. | | 

Eno. Under a compelling occaſion, let Women die. It 
were pity to caſt them away for nothing, though between 
them and a great cauſe, they ſhould be eſteem'd nothing. 
Cleopatra catching but the leaſt noiſe of this dies inſtantly; 
have ſeen her die twenty times upon far poorer moment; 
I do think there is Mettle in Death, which commits ſome 
loving act upon her, ſhe hath ſuch a Celerity in Dying. 

Ant. She is cunning paſt Man's Thought. 
Enso. Alack, Sir, no, her Paſſions are made of nothing 
but the fineſt part of pure Love. We cannot call her Winds 
and Waters, Sighs and Tears: And yet they are greater 
Storms and Tempeſts than Almanacks can'report. This 
cannot be cunning in her: if it be, ſhe makes a Shower 
of Rain as well as Fove. 

Ant. Would J had never ſeen her. | 
Eno. Oh Sir, you had then left unſeen a wonderful 
Piece of Work, which not to have been bleſs'd withal, 
would have diſcredited your Travel. 
Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Sir | 

Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Fulvia? 

Ant. Dead. | 

Eno. Why Sir, give the Gods a thank fu! Sacrifice: when 
it pleaſeth their Deities to take the Wife of a Man from 
him, it ſhews to Man the Tailors of the Earth: Com forting 
him therein, that when old Robes are worn out, there are 
Members to make new. If there were no more Women but 
Fulvia, then had you indeed a cut, and the caſe were to be 
lamented : This Grief is crowned with Conſolation, your 
old Smock brings forth a new Petticoat, and indeed the 
Tears live in an Onion, that ſhould water this Sorrow. 

Ant. The Buſineſs ſhe hath broach'd here in the State, 
Cannot endure my Abſence. 

Eno. And the Buſineſs you have broach'd here cannot be 
without you, eſpecially that of Cleopatra's, which wholly 
depends on your Abode. 


As Ws Ast. 
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10 Antony and Cleopatra. 
Ant. No more like Anſwers: Let our Officers 
Have notice what we purpoſe. I ſhall bre 


The cauſe of our Expedience to the Queen, 


And get her Love to part. For not alone 

The Death of Fulvia, with more urgent Touches 
Do ſtrongly ſpeak to us, but the Letters too 

Of many contriving Friends in Rome, 

Petition us at home. Sextus Pompeins 

Hath giv'n the Dare to Cæſar and commands 
The Empire of the Sea. Our ſlipp'ry People, 
Whoſe Love's never link'd to the Deferver, 

Till his Deſerts are paſt, begin to throw 


 Pompeythe Great, and all his Dignities, 


Upon his Son; who high in Name and Pow'r, 
—_— than both in Blood and Life, ſtand up 
For the main Soldier; Whoſe Quality going on, 


The ſides o'th World may danger. Much is breeding. 


Which like the Courſer's Hair, hath yet but Life, 
And not a Serpent's Poiſon. Say our Pleaſure, 
To ſuch whoſe place is under us, require, 


Our quick Remove from hence. 


Eno. I ſhall do't. Exeunt. 
Enter Cleopatra, Crs, Alexis, nd Iras. 
Cleo. Where is he? | 
Char. I did not ſee him ſince. 
Cleo. See where he is, who's with him, what he PR 
Idid nowſend you. If you find him fad, 
Say Iam dancing: If in Mirth, report 
That J am ſudden fick. Quickly, and return. 
Char. Madam, methinks if you did love him dearly, 
You do not hold the method, to enforce 
The like from him 
Cleo. What ſhould J do, J do not? 
Char. In each thing give him way, eroſs him in genug 
Cleo. Thou teacheſt like a Fool: the way to loſe him. 
Char. Tempt him not, fo, too far. J wiſh, forbear, 
In time we hate that which we often fear. | 
Enter Antony. | 
But here comes Auto, ho 
Ceo. lam tick and ſulen. | RE 
. „5 Ant. 
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Ant. Tam ſorry to give Breathing to my purpoſe. 
Cleo. Help me away, dear Charmian, I mall fall, 
It cannot be thus long, the Sides of Nature Seeming to faint. 
Will not ſuſtain it. ä 
Ant. Now, my deareſt Queen. 
Cleo. Pray you ſtand farther from me. 
Ant. What is the matter ? | 5 
Cleo. I know by that ſame Eye there's ſome good News. 
What ſays the marry'd Woman? you may go; 1.3 
Would ſhe had never given you leave to come; 
Let her not ſay tis I that keep you here, 
I have no Pow'r upon you: Hers you are. 
Ant. The Gods beſt know. 
Cleo. Oh never was there Queen 
So mightily betrayed; yet at the firſt. 
I ſaw the Treaſons planted. 
Ant. Cleopatra. | | 
Cleo. Why ſhould I think you can be mine, and true; 
Though you with ſwearing ſhake the throned Gods, 
Who have been falſe to Fulvia? Riotous Madneſs! 
To be entangled with theſe Mouth-made Vows, 
Which break themſelves in {wearing. 
Ant. Moſt ſweet Queen. . 
Cleo. Nay pray you ſeek no colour for your going, 
But bid farewel, and go: When you ſued ſtaying, 
Then was the time for Words: No going then. 
Eternity was in our Lips, and Eyes, 
Bliſs in our Brows bent, none our Parts ſo poor, 
But was a Race of Heav'n. They are ſo ſtill, 
Or thou the greateſt Soldier of the World, 
Art turn'd the greateſt Liar. 
Ant. How e now, Lady? Fo 
Cleo. 1 would I had thy Inches, thou fhould'ſt know 
There were a Heart in ZEgypr. - , | 
Ant. Hear me, Queen; 
The ſtrong Neceſſity of Time, commands 
Our Services awhile; but my full Heart 
Remains in uſe with you. Our Italy 
Shines o'er with civil Swords; Sextus Pompeius 


Makes his Approaches to the Port of Rome. 
A 6 Equs- 
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Like perfect Honour. 


by 


Equality of two Domeſtick Pow'rs,  - _ 


Breed ſcrupulous Faction; the hated, grown to Strength, 


Are newly grown to Love; the condemn'd. Pompey, 
Rich in his Father's Honour, creeps apace, | 
Into the Hearts of ſuch, as have not thriv'n- 
Upon the preſent State, whoſe Numbers threaten, 
And Quietneſs grown ſick of reſt, would purge 
By any deſperate Change. My more particular, 
And that which moſt with you ſhould ſave my going, 
Is Fulvia's Death. 

Cleo. Tho Age from Folly could not give me freedom, 
It does from Childiſhneſs. Can Fulvia die? 

Ant. She's dead, my Queen. | 
Look here, and at thy Sovereign leiſure read 
The Garboyis ſhe awak'd; at the laſt, beſt. 
See when, and where ſhe died. 

Cleo. O moſt falſe Love! 


Where be the ſacred Viols thou ſhould'ſt fill 


With ſorrowful Water? Now I ſee, I ſee, 


In Fulvia's Death, how mine ſhall be receiv'd. 


Ant. Quarrel no more, but be prepar'd to know 
The Purpoſes I bear; which are, or ceaſe, 
As you ſhall give th' Advice. By the Fire 
That quickens Nilus Smile, I go from hence 


Thy Soldier, Servant, making Peace or War, 


As thou affectꝰſt. 

Cleo. Cut my Lace, Charmian, come, 
But let it be, 1 am quickly ill, and well, 
So Antony loves. 

Ant. My precious Queen forbear, 


And give true Evidence to his Love, which ſtands 
An honourable Trial. a 


Cleo. So Fulvia told me. : 
I prithee turn aſide, and weep for her, 
Then bid adieu to me, and ſay the Tears 
Belong to Zgypr, Good now, play one Scene 
Of excellent diſſembling, and let it look 


Ant. You'll heat my Blood; no more. 
Cleo. You can do better yet; but this is meetly. 
| | Ant. 
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Ant. Now by my Sword 
Cleo. And Target. Still he mends. 
But this is not the beſt. Look prithee, Charmian, | 
How this Herculean Roman does become | 

The carriage of his Chate. 

Ant. T'1l leave you, Lady. 

Cleo. Courteous Lord, one Word: | 
Sir, you and I muſt part, but that's not it. | Te” 
Sir, you and I have lov'd, but there's not it. 

That you know well, ſomething it is I would: 
Oh, my Oblivion is a very Antony, 
And I am all forgotten. | 

Ant. But that your Royalty | 
Holds Idleneſs your Subject, I ſhould take you 
For Idleneſs it ſelf. 

Cleo. Tis ſweating Labour, 

To bear ſuch Idleneſs ſo near the Heart 
As Cleopatra this. But, Sir, forgive me, 
Since my becomings kill me, when they do not 
Eye well to you. Your Honour calls you hence 
Therefore be deaf to my unpitied Folly, | 
And all the Gods go with you. Upon your Sword 
Sit lawrell'd Victory, and ſmooth Succeſs | 
Be ſtrew'd before your Feet. 
Ant, Let us go. 
Come: Our Separation ſo abides and flies, 
That thou reſiding here, goeſt yet with me, 
And I hence fleeting, here remain with thee. | 
Away. Exeunt. 


SCE N E Hl. 


Enter Octavius Cæſar reading Letter, Lepidus, and 
Attendants. | 


Cæſ. You may ſee, Lepidus, and henceforth know, 
It is not Ceſar's natural Voice, to hate 
One great Competitor. From Alexandria 
This is the News; he fiſhes, drinks, and waſtes 
The Lamps of Night in Revels; Is not more 2 
| | | n 
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Than Cleopatra? nor the Queen of Prolomy 

More Womanly than he. Hardly gave Audience, 
Or did vouchſafe to think he had Partners. You 
Shall find there a Man, whois th* Abſtract of all Faults ; 3 
That all Men follow. 

Lep. I muſt not think 

There are Evils enough to darken all his Goodneſs; 
His Faults in him ſeem as the Spots of Heav*n, 

More fiery by Night's Blackneſs , Hereditary, 

Rather than pure haſt; what he cannot change, 

Than what he chuſes. 

Ce. You are too indulgent. Let's grant it is 

Amiſs to tumble on the Bed of Prolomy, 

To give a Kingdom for a Mirth, to fit 

And keep the 'Turn of Tipling with a Slave, 

To reel the Streets at Noon, and ſtand the Buffet 
With Knaves that ſmell of Sweat; ſay this becomes him, 
As his Compoſure muſt be rare indeed, 

Whom theſe things cannot blemiſh, yet muſt Antony 
No way excuſe his Foils, when we do bear 
So great Weight in his Lightneſs. If he filbd 
His Vacaney with his Voluptueuſneſs; 
Full Surfeits and the Drineſs of his Bones, 
Call on him for't. But to confound ſuch time, 
That drums him from his Sport, and ſpeaks as loud 
As his own State, and ours, tis to be chid: 
As we rate Boys, who being mature in Knowledge, 
Pawn their Experience to their preſent Pleaſure, 
And ſo rebel to Judgment. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Lep. Here's more News. 
Meſ. Thy Biddings have been done, and every Hour, 
Moft noble Cafar, ſhalt thou have report 
How tis abroad. Pompey is ſtrong at Sea, 
And it appears, he is belov'd of thoſo 
That only have fear'd Cæſar: to the Ports 
The Diſcontents repair, and Mens Reports 
Give him much wrong'd. 

Caſ. I ſhould have known no leſs; ; 
It hath been taught us from the primal State, 


That 


That he which is, was vyiſh'd, until he were: 
And the ebb'd Man, ne'er lov'd *till ne er worth Love, 
Comes fear'd, by being lack'd. This common Body 
Like to a Vagabond Flag upon the Stream, 
Goes to, and back, lacking the varying Tide 
To rot it ſelf with Motion. 
Meſ. Ceſar, T bring thee Word, 
Menecrates and Menas, famous Pirates, 


Make the Sea ferve them, which they ear and wound 


With Keels ofevery kind. Many hot Inrodes 
They make in Italy the Borders Maritime 
Black Blood to think on't, and fleſh Youth to revolt, 
No Veſſel can peep forth, but tis as ſoon 
Taken as ſeen: For Pompey's Name ſtrikes more 
Than could his War reſiſted. 

Caf. Antony, 
Leave thy laſcivious Vaſſals. When thou once 
Wert beaten from Mutina, where thou {lew'ſt 
Hirtius and Panſa Conſuls, at thy Heel 
Did Famine follow, whom thou fought'ſt againſt, 
Though daintily brought up, with Patience more 
Than Savages could ſuffer. Thou didft drink 
The ſtale of Horſes, and the gilded Puddle | 
Which Beaſt would coughat. Thy Pallat then did dain 
The rougheſt Berry on the rudeſt Hedge, 
Yea, like the Stag, when Snow the Paſture ſheets, 
The Barks of Trees thou browſed'ſt. On the Jag 
It is reported thou didſt eat ſtrange Fleſh, 
Which ſome did die to look on; and all this, 
It wounds thine Honour that 1 ſpeak it now, 
Was born ſo like a Soldier, that thy Check 
So much as lank'd not. 

Lep. Tis pity of him. 

Ce. Let his Shames quickly 
Drive him to Rome: tis time we twain 
Pid ſhew ourſelves bth' Field, and to that end 
Aſſemble we immediate Council, 8 
Thrives in our Idleneſs. 

Lep. To-morrow Ceſar, 
I ſhall be furniſh'd to inform you rightly, 1 7 

Bot 
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Both what, by Sea and Land, I can be able, 
To front this preſent time. | 
Cæſ. Till which Encounter, it is my Buſineſs too. Farewel, 
Lep: Farewel my Lord, what you ſhall know mean time 
Of ſtirs abroad. I ſhall beſeech you, Ar, 
To let me be Pirtaker. 
Cæſ. Doubt not, Sir, I knew it for my . er. 


8 C E N E III. Alexandria. 


Enter Cleopatra, China; ras and Mardian. 


Cleo. Charmian. 
Char. Madam. 
Cleo. Ha, ha — give me to drink Mandragoras. 
Char. Why, Madam? 
Cleo. That I might ſleep out this great gap of Time, 
My Antony is away. 
Char. You think of him too much. 
Cleo. O *tis Treaſon. _ 
Char. Madam, I truſt not fo. 
Cleo. Thou, Eunuch, Mardian? 
Mar. What's your Highneſs” Pleaſure ? 
Cleo. Not now to hear thee ſing. I take no Pleakure 
In ought an Eunuch has; *tis well for thee, 
That being unſeminaried, thy freer Thoughts 
May not fly forth of Ægypt. Haſt thou Aﬀections ? 
Mar. Yes, gracious Madam. 
Cleo. Indeed ? 
Mar. Not in deed, Madam, for I can do nothing 
But what indeed is honeſt to be done: 
Yet have I fierce Affections, and think 
What Venus did with Mars, 
Cleo. Oh Charmian! 
Where think'ſt thou he is now ? Stands he, or ſits he? 
Or does he walk? Or is he on his Horſe ? 
Oh happy Horſe to bear the weight of Antony ! 
Do bravely, Horſe, for wot'ſt thou whom thou moy'ft ? 
The demy Atlas of this Earth, the Arm 
And Burgonet of Man. He's ſpeaking now, 
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Or murmuring, where's my Serpent of old Nile, 
For ſo he calls me; now I feed my ſelf : 
With moſt delicious Poiſon, Think on me 
That am with Phabas amorous pinches black, 
And wrinkled deep in time? Broad-fronted Ceſar, 
When thou waſt here above the Ground, I was 
A morſe] of a Monarch; and great Pompey 
Would ſtand and make his Eyes grow in my Brow, 
There would he anchor his Aſpect, and die 
With looking on his Life. 
Enter Alexas. 
Alex. Sovereign of Zgypt, hail. 
Cleo. How much art thou unlike Mark Antony ? 
Yet coming from him, that great Med'cine bath 
With his Tin& gilded thee. | 
How goes it with my brave Mark Antony ? 
Alex. Laſt thing he did, dear Queen, 
He kifs'd the laſt of many doubled Kiſſes, 
This orient Pearl, His Speech ſticks in my Heart, 
Cleo. Mine Ear muſt pluck it thence. 
Alex, Good Friends, quoth he, | 
Say the firm Roman to great Ægypt ſends 
This treaſure of an Oyſter; at whoſe Foot, 
To mend the petty Preſent, I will piece 
Her opulent Throne with Kingdoms. All the Eaſt, 
Say thou, ſball call her Miſtreſs. So he nodded, 
And ſoberly did mount an Arm-gaunt Steed, 
Who neigh'd ſo high, that what I would have ſpoke 
Was beaſtly dumb by him. & ws 
Cleo. What, was he fad or merry? 3 
Alex. Like to the time o'th'Y car, between the Extreams 
Of hot and cold, he was not ſad nor merry. | 
Cleo. Oh well divided Diſpoſition ; note him, 
Note him, good Charmian, tis the Man; but note him, 
He was not ſad, for he would ſhine on thoſe 
That make their Looks by his. He was not merry, 
Which ſeem'd to tell them, his Remembrance lay 
In Egypt with his Joy; but b2tween both. 
Oh heav'nly Mingle! Be'ſt thou ſad, or merry, 
The Violence of either thee becomes, g 
| 0 
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So do's it no Man elſe. Met'ſt thou my Poſts ? 
Alex. Ay, Madam, twenty ſeveral. Meſſengers, 
Why do you ſend ſo thick? 
Cleo. Who's born that Day, 
When I forgot to ſend to Antony, 
Shall die a Beggar. In and Paper, ltd, 
Welcome, my aq Alexas. Did I, Charmian, 
Ever love Ceſar ſo? 
Char. Oh that brave Cafar ! 
Cleo. Be choak' with ſuch another Emphaſis, 
Save the brave Antony. | 
Char. The valiant Ceſar. 
Cleo. By Js, 1 will give the bloody Teeth, 
If thou with Cæſar paragon again, 
My Man of Men. 
Char. By your moſt gracious Pardon, 
J ſing but after you. 
Cleo. My Sallad Days, 
When 1 was green in Judgment, cold in Blood' 
To fay, as I faid then. But come, away. 
Get me Ink and Paper, 5 
He ſhall have cvery Day ſeveral Gs, or Lit unpeo- 
ple 4b. | | | Exeunt. 
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ACT 5 al SCENE * 


SCENE in Sicily. 
© Enter Pompey,. Menecrates, and Menas. 


Porn. I F the great Gods be juſt, they ſhall aſſiſt 
The Deeds of juſteſt Men. 
Mene. Know, worthy Pom 
That which they do delay, they not deny. 
Pom. While we are Suitors to their Throne, decays | 
The thing we ſue for. 
Men. We, ignorant of our ſelves, 
Beg often our own Hams, which the wiſe Powers 
ay 
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Deny us for our good ; fo find we Profit 
By loſing of our Prayers. 

Pom. I ſhall do well: 
The People love me, and the Sea is mine; 
My Powers are Creſcent, and my arguing Hope 
Says it will come to th' full. Mark Antony 
In Zgypt fits at Dinner, and will make 
No Wars without Doors. Ceſar gets Mony where 
He loſes Hearts; Lepidus flatters both, | 
Of both is flatter'd; but he neither loves; 
Nor either cares for-him. 

Mene. Ceſar and Lepidus are in the Fieid, 

A mighty Strength they carry. 

Pom. Where have you this? *Tis falſe. 

Mene. From Silvius, Sir, 

Pom. He dreams; I know they are in Rome together 
Looking for Antony : But all the Charms of Love, 
Salt Cleopatra, ſoften thy wand Lip, 

Let Witchcraft join with Beauty; Luft with both, 

Tie up the Libertine in a Field of Feaſts, 

Keep his Brain fuming ; ; Epicurean Cooks, 

Sharpen with cloyleſs Sawce his Appetite; 

That Sleep and Feeding may prorogue his Honour, 

Even till a lethied Dulmeſs 
Enter Varrius. 

How now Varrius?  _- 

Var. This is moſt certain, that J ſhall deliver: 
Mark Antony is every Hour in Rome 
Expected. Since he went from Ægypt, tis 
A ſpace for farther Travel. 

Pom. I could have given leſs matter 
A better Ear. Menas, I did not think 
This amorous Surfeiter wou'd have donn'd his Helm 
For ſuch a pretty War; his Soldierſhip | 
Is twice the other twain : but let us rear 
The higher our Opinion, that our ſtirring 
Can from the Lap of Zgypr's Widow pluck 
The near Luſt-wearied Antony. 1 
Men. I cannot hope, 
Cæſar and Antony ſhall well greet together: 
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His Wife's that's dead, did treſpaſſes to Ceſar, 


His Brother warr'd upon him, although I think 
Not mov'd by Antony. 
Pom. I know not, Menas, | 
How leſſer Enmities may give way to greater. 
Wer't not that we ſtand up againſt them all, 
*T'were pregnant they ſhould * between themſelves; 
For they have entertained Cauſe enough _ pe 
To draw their Swords; but how the fear of us 
May cement their Diviſions, and bind up 
The petty Difference, we yet not know. 
Be't as our Gods will have't; it only ſtands 
Our lives upon, to uſe our ſtrongeſt Hands, 
Come, Menas.  [Exenut. © 


SCENE II. Rome. 
Enter Enobardus and Lepidus. 


Lep. Good Enobarbus, tis a worthy deed, 
And ſhall become you well, to entreat your ef 
To ſoft and gentle Speech. 
Eno. I ſhall entreat him | fo 
To anſwer like himſelf; if Ceſar move him, 
Let Antony look over Ceſar s Head, 
And ſpeak as loud as Mars. By Fupiter 
Were I the wearer of Antonio's Beard, 
I would not ſhave't to Day. 
— Tis not a time for private Stomaching. | 
Eno. Every time ſerves for the Matter that is then born 
in t. | 
Lp. But ſmall to greater Matters muſt give way. 
Eno. Not if the {mall come firſt. 
Tep. Your Speech is Paſſion; but pray you ſtir- 


No Embers up. Here comes the noble Antony. 


a Enter Antony. and Ventidius. 
Eno. And yonder Cæſar. 
| Enter Cæſar, Mecænas, and Agrippa. 
Ant. If we compoſe well here, to Parthia —— 
Hark, Ventidius. | 
Ceſ. I do not know; Mecenas, aſk Agrippa. 
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Lep. Noble Friends, 
That which combin'd us was moſt great, and let not 
A leaner Action rend us. What's amiſs, 
May it be gently heard. When we debate 
Our trivial Difference loud, we de commit 
Murther in healing Wounds. Then noble Partners, 
The rather, for I earneſtly beſeech, | 
Touch you the ſowreſt Points with ſweeteſt Terms, 
Nor Curftneſs grow to th* Matter. 
Ant. Tis ſpoken well: 755 
Were we before our Armies and to fight, 
I ſhould do thus. - [Flonriſh, 
Cæſ. Welcome to Rome. 
Ant. Thank you. 
G. Sits :,; 
Ant. Sit, Sir. 
Cæſ. Nay then. 
Ant. I learn you take things ill, which are not ſo: 
Or being, concern you not. 
Cæſ. I muſt be laught at. 
If, or for nothing, or a little, I 
Should ſay my ſelf offended, and with you 
Chiefly i'th* World. More laught at, that I ſhould 
Once name you derogately : when to ſound your Name 
It not concern'd me. 
Ant. My being in Egypt, Cæſar, what was't to you? 
Cæſ. No more than my reſiding here at Rome 
Might be to you in Ægypt: yet if you there 
Did practiſe on my State, your being in b 
Might be my queſtion. 
Ant. How intend you, practis'd ? ? 
Caſ. You may be pleas'd to catch at my intent, 
By what did here befal me. Your Wife and Brother 
Made Wars upon me, and their Conteſtation 
Was Theme for you, you were the Word of War. | 
Ant. You do miſtake your Buſineſs, my Brother never 
Did urge me in his Act: I did inquire it, 
And have my learning from ſome true Reports 
That drew their Swords with you. Did he not rather 
Diſeredit my Authority with yours, 3 
n 
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And make the Wars alike againſt my Stomach, 
Having alike your Cauſe? Of-this my Letters 
Before did ſatisfy you. If you patch a quarrel, 
As matter whole you've not to make it with, 
It muſt not be with this. 
Cæſ. Vou praiſe your ſelf, by laying Defects of Judgment 
to me: but you patch up your Excuſes. 
Ant. Not fo, not ſo: | _ 
I know you could-not hek, I am certain on't, 
Very Neceſſity of this thought, that I 
Your Partner in the Cauſe *gainſt which he fought; 
Could not with graceful Eyes attend thoſe Wars 
Which fronted mine own Peace. As for my Wife, 
I would you had her Spirit, in ſuch another, 
The third o'th* the World is yours, which with a Snaffle, 
You may Pace eaſie, but not ſuch a Wife. h 
Eno. Would we had all ſuch Wives, that the Men might 
go to Wars with the Women. | 
Aut. So much uncurbable, her Garboiles Ceſar 
Made out of her Impatience, which not wanted 
Shrewdneſs of Policy too, I grieving grant, 
Did you too much Diſquiet, for that you muſt 
But fay I could not help it. | 
Cæſ. I wrote to you, 
When rioting in Alexandria you | 
Did pocket up my Letters; and with Taunts 
Did beg my Miſſive out of Audience, 
Ant. Sir, he fell on me, ere admitted: then 
Three Kings J had newly feaſted, and did want 
Of what I was th? Morning: but next Day 
I told him of my ſelf, which was as much 
As to have askt him Pardon. Let this Fellow 
Be nothing of our Strife: If we contend 
Out of our queſtion wipe him. 
Cæſ. You have broken 
The Article of your Oath, which you ſhall never 
Have Tongue to charge me with. 
Lep. Soft, Cæſar. | 
Ant. No, Lepidus, let him ſpeak, 
The Honour is Sacred which he talks on now, 


Suppoſing 


ent 


le, 
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Suppoſing that I lackt it: But, on Ceſar, 


The Article of my Oath. 

Cæſ. To lend me Arms, and Aid, when I requir'd On 
The which _ both denied. 

Ant. Negle&ed rather: 
And then when Poiſoned Hours had bound me up 
From mine own Knowledge; as nearly as I may, 
I'll play the Penitent with you. But mine Honeſty 
Shall not make poor my Greatneſs, nor my Power 
Work without it. Truth is, that Fulvia, 
To have me out of Zgypt, made Wars here, 
For which my ſelf, the ignorant Motive, do 


So far ask Pardon, as befits mine Honour 


To ſtoop in ſuch a Caſe. 
Lep. Tis nobly ſpoken. 
Mec. If it might pleaſe you, to enforce no further 


The Griefs between ye. To forget them quite, 


Were to remember, that the preſent need, 


Speaks to attone you. 


Lep. Worthily ſpoken, Mecænas. 

Eno. Or if you borrow one another's Love for the in- 
ſtant, you may when you hear no more Words of Pompey 
return it again: You ſhall have time to wrangle i in, when 
you have nothing elſe to do. 

Ant. Thou art a Soldier, only ſpeak no more. 

Eno. That Truth ſhall be ſilent, I had almoſt forgot. 

Ant. You wrong this Preſence, therefore ſpeak no more. 

Eno. Go to then: Your conſiderate Stone. 

Cæſ. I do not much diſlike the matter, but 
The manner of his Speech: For't cannot be, 

We ſhall remain in Friendſhip, our Conditions 

So differing in their Acts. Vet if I knew, | 
What Hoop ſhould hold us ſtanch, from edge to edge 
O'th' World, I would purſue it. 

Arg. Give me Leave Cæſar. 

_ Speak, Agrippa. 

g. Thou haſt a Siſter by the Mother's Side, 
Adi Octavia! Great Mark Antony 
Is now a Widowen. 


— — — ———— 
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Ceſ. Say not ſo, Agrippa; if Cleopatra heard you, yo. 
Proof were well deſerved of Raſhneſs. 

Ant. I am not married, Cæſar; let me Roar 
Agrippa further ſpeak. 
- Agr. To hold you in perpetual Amity, 
To make you Brothers, and to knit your Hearts 
With an unſlipping Knot, take Anton 
Octavia to his Wife; whoſe Beauty 5 
No worſe a Huſband than the beſt of Men; 
Whoſe Virtue, and whoſe general Graces ſpeak 
That which none elſe can utter. By this Marriage, 
All little Jealouſies which nov ſcem great, 
And all great Feats, which now import their Dangers, 
Would then be nothing. Truths would be Tales, 
Where now half Tales be Truths: Her Love to both 
Would each to other, and all Loves to both 
Draw after her. Pardon what I have ſpoke, 
For tis a ſtudied not a preſent Thought, 


By Duty ruminated. 


Ant. Will Cæſar ſpeak ? 

Ceſ. Not *till he hears how Antony is touch'd 
With what is ſpoken already. 

Ant. What Power is in Agrippa, 


If I would ſay Agrippa, be it 85 | 


To make this good? 
Cæſ. The Power of Cæſar, 


And his Power unto Octavia. 


Ant. May I never 
To this good Purpoſe, that ſo fairly ſhews, 
Dream of Impediment ; let me have thy Hand 
Further this A& of Grace: And from this Hour, 
The Heart of Brothers govern in our Loves, 
And ſway our great Detigns. 
Ceſ. There's my Hand : 
A Siſter I bequeath you, whom no Brother 
Did ever love ſo dearly. Let her live | 
To join our Kingdoms, and our Hearts, and never 
Fly off our Loves again. 
Lep. Happily, Amen. 
Ant, I did not think to draw my Sword n Pompey. 
For 


Antony and Cleopatra. 25 


For he hath laid ſtrange Courteſies, and great 

Of late upon me. I muſt thank him only, | 

Leſt my Remembrance ſuffer ill Report; ? 
At heel of that defy: him; . | ; 

Lep. Time calls upon's, 

Of us muſt Pompey preſently be fonght, 
Or elſe he ſeeks out us, 

Ant, Where lies he? | 

Cel. About the Moat: Miſenum. 

Ant, What is his Strength by Land? 7:45 

Cæſ. Great, and increafing : 

But by Sea he i is an abſolute Maſter. 
Ant, So is the Frame, 
Would we had ſpoke together. Haſte we for it, 
Yet ere we put our ſelves in Arms, diſpatch we 
The Buſinefs we have talk'd of, 
Cæſ. With moft gladneſs. 
And do invite you to my Siſter's View, 
Whither ſtraight I'll lead you. 
Ant, Let us, Lepidus, not lack your Company. 
Lep. Noble Antony, not Sickneſs ſhould detain me. 
Exeuxt. 
Manent Enobarbus, Agrippa, Mecænas. 

Mee: Welcome from Egypt, Sir. 

Eno. Half the Heart of Cæſar, worthy Alecanas. My 
Honourable Friend Agrippa. 

Agr. Good Enobarbus. 

Mec. We have cauſe to be glad, that Matters are ſo 
well digeſted: You ftay'd well by't in Ægypt. 

Eno. Ay Sir, we did ſleep day out of Countenance, 
and made the Night light with drinking. 

Mec. Eight W'ild boars roaſted whole at a Breakfaſt: 
And but twelve Perſons there, Is this true? 

Eno, This was but a Fly by an Eagle: We had 
much more monſtrous matter of Feaft, which worthi- 
ly deſerved noting. 

Mec. She's a moſt triumphant Lady, if Report be 
ſquare to her. 

Eno. When, ſhe firſt met Mark Antony, {he r up 
his {Eg — ana 4 
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Agr: There ſhe appear'd indeed: Or up Reporter , 
devis'd well for her. | 
Eno. I will-tell you; 

The Barge ſhe ſat in, like a Burniſh'd Throne 
Burnt on the Water; ; the Poop was beaten Gold, 
Purple the Sails, and ſo perfumed, that 

The Winds were Love: lick. | 

With them the Oars were Silver, | 

Which to the tune of Flutes kept ſtroke, and made FT 
The Water which they beat, to follow faſter, 
As amorous of their ſtrokes. For her own Perſon, 
It beggar'd all Deſcription; ſhe did lie 

Tn ker Pavillion, Cloth of Gold, of Tiſlue, 
O'er-picturing that Venus, where we ſee 
The Fancy eut-work Nature. On esch fide her 1 
Stood pretty dimpled Boys, like ſmiling Cupids, 5 
With divers-colour'd Fans, whoſe wind did ſeem a 
To glow the delicate Cheeks which they did cool, : 
And "what they undid did, | 


Agr. Oh rare for Antony. : | , 
Eno. Her Gentlewomen, like the Nereides, ; 
So many Mer-maids tended her i'th* Eyes, | 
And made their bends adornings. At the Helm, 4 
A ſeeming Mer-maid- ſteers; the Silken Tackles 


Swell with the touches of thoſe Flower-ſoft Hands, 
That yearly frame the Office. From the Barge 
A ſtrange inviſible Perfume hits the Senſe 


Of the adjacent Wharfs. The City caſt _ . 

Her People out upon her; and Antony : 
Enthron'd 1'th* Market- place, did ſit alone, 2 

W hiftling to th' Air; which but for ys 5 5 


Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 
And make a gap in Nature. 
Agr. Rare Agypiian! ? 
Eno. Upon her landiag, Antony ſent to her 
Invited her to Supper: She replyed, 
It ſhould be better, he became her Gueſt; 
Which ſhe intreated. Our Courteous Antony, 
Whom ne'er, the word of no, Woman heard ſpeak, 
Being barber'd ten times o 'or, goes to the Feaſt: 
And 
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And for his Ordinary, pays his Heart, | | 
For what his Eyes eat only. 

Agr. Royal Wench! 
She made great Ceſar lay his Sword to Bed, 
He ploughed her, and ſhe-cropt. 
Eno. I ſaw her once 
Hop forty Paces through the publick Street. 5 
And having loſt her Breath, fhe ſpoke, and panted, 
That ſne did make Defect, Perfection, 
And breathleſs Power breathe forth. 
Mec. Now Antony muſt leave her utterly. 
Eno. Never, he will not. 
Age cannot wither her, nor Cuſtom ſteal 
Her infinite variety: Other Women cloy 
The Appetites they feed, but ſhe makes hungry, 
Where moſt ſhe ſatisfies. For vileſt things 
Become themſelves in her, that the holy Prieſts 
Bleſs her, when ſhe is Riggiſn. 
Mlec. If Beauty, Wiſdom, Modeſty, can ſettle 
The Heart of Antony, Octavia is 
A bleſſed Lottery to him. 
_ Ae. Tarn. iS: 
Good Enobarbus, mike your ſelf my Gueſt, 
Whilſt you abide here. : 2 
Eno. Humbly, Sir, I thank you. 
Enter Antony, Cæſar, Octavia between them. 
Ant. The World, and my great Office, will ſometimes 
Divide me from your Boſom. 
Octa. All which time, | 5 
Zefore the Gods my Knee ſhall bow in Prayers 
To.tham Jar: ˖ 
Ant. Good Night, Sir. My Octavia, 
Read not my Blemiſhes in the World's Report: 
1 have not kept my Square, but that to come 
Shall all be done by th! Rule; good Night, dear Lady, 
Ota; Good Night, Sir. b 
Ca ſ. Good Night. [Exennt Cæſar and Octavia. 
5 Enter Soothſayer. 
Ant. Now Sirrah! do you wiſh your ſelf in Zgypt ? 
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: as. Would I had never come from thence, nor you 
thither. 

Ant. If you can, your Reaſon ? 

Soth. I lee it in my Motion, haye it nat in my Tongue; 
But yet hie you to Ægypt again. 

Ant, Say to me, whoſe Fortune ſhall rife bi ay 
Caeſar's or mine? fe 

Sooth, Ceſar's. Thinkfoa of A nope hay not by his 
Thy Demon, that's thy Spirit which 2 ee, is 
Noble, Couragious, High, Unmatch 
Where Caſar's is not. But near Hab Angel 


Becomes a Fear; as being o'erpower'd, and therefore 


Make ſpace enough between you, 
Ant. Speak this no mare. ; 
Sooth. To none but thee, no more, but when, to thee 
If thou doſt play with. him at any, Game 
Thou art ſure to loſe: And of that natural Luck 
He beats thee gainſt the odds. Thy Luſtre thickens, 


When he ſhines by: I fay again, thy, _ 


Is all afraid to govern thee near, Na 24 
But he alway is noble. 
Ant. Get thee gone: 
Say to Ventidins, I would ſpeak. with kim. [Exit Soth. 
He fhall to Parthia, be it art, or hap, 
He hath ſpoken true. The very. Dice obey; bia | 
And in our Sports my beiter cunging faints. 
Under his Chance; if we draw lots, he; ſpeeds;, 
His Cocks do win the Battel, ſlill of mine, 
When it is all to naught: And his vailes ever 
Beat mine, in hoop'd at odds. 1 wall to Ægypt,; 
And though I my this Marriage fox my. 49 4 b 
T'th' Eaſt * Pleaſure lies Oh come, Vale. | 
"Ig Enter v riding... 
You muſt to, Parthia, your Co ion ready: 
Follow me and receiv 't. Ereunt, 
Enter Le pidus, Mecæn an N 
Tep. Trouble your ſelf no arthex; Pray, you haſten 
Your Generals after. 
Agr. Sir fy Mark. Aptony., will e en. bus kiſs: Oclavia, 
ollow, 
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Lep. Till I ſhall. ſee you in your Soldier's dreſs, 
Which will become you both, Farewel. 
Mec, We ſhall, as I conceive the Journey, be 
At the Mount befofe you, Lepidus. 
Lep. Your way is ſhorter, 
My purpoſes do draw me much about, 
You'll win two Days upon me. ; 
Both, Sir, good ſucceſs. 
Lep. Farewel. | = [ Exennt. 


SCENE III. Alexandria. 


Enter Cleopatra; Charmian, Tras and Alexas. 
Cleo. Give me ſome Muſick; Muſick, moody fo d 
Of us that trate in LG t.. 
Omnes, The Mufick, hoa! . © 
| Enter Mardian the Eunuch. 7 
Cleo. Let it alone, let's to Billiards: come Charmian. 
Char, My Arm is ſore, beſt play with Mardian. 
Cleo. As well a Woman with an Eunuch play'd, 
As with a Woman. Come, you'll ;play with me. Sir? 
Var. As well as 1 an, Maden, i, © 
Cleo. And when good will is Thewed, tho't come too 
The Actor may plcad pardon. ., I'll none now. 
Give me mine Angle, wel to th' River, there 
My Muſick pliying far off I will betray 
Tawny-fin Fiſhes, my bended hook ſhall pierce 
Their ſlimy jaws; and, as I draw them up, 
I'll think them every one an Anton), 
And ſay, ah, ha; you're caught. 5 
Char. Twas merry; when you wager'd on your Ang. - 
ling, when your Diver did hang a ſalt Fiſh on his Hook, 
which he with fervency drew up. 
Cleo. That time Oh times! | 
I laug ht him out of patience, and that Night 
1 laught him into patience, and next Morn, - 
Ere the ninth Hour 1 drunk him to his Bed: 
Then put my Tires and Mantles on him, whilſt 
I wore his Sword Philippan. Oh from 1t21y. 
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30 Antony and, Cleopatra. 


Enter a Meſſenger, 


Ram thou thy, fruitful tidings in mine Ears, 
That long time have been barren. | 
Meſſ. Madam]! Madam! © 
Cleo, Antony's dead; 5 
If thou ſay fo, Villain, thou kill'ſt thy Miftreſs': +. 18 
But well — free, if thou ſo yield him. A | 
There is Gold, and here | 
My bleweſt Veins to kiſs; a: Hand that Kings 
Have lipt, and trembled king. | 
Meſ. Firſt, Madam, he is well. [we uſe 
Cleo. Why there's more Gold. But. Sirrah, mark, 
To ſay the dead are well: bring me to that, 
The Gold I give thee, will 1 melt and e 
Down thy ill-uttering Throat. 
Meſ. Good Madam, hear me. 
Cleo. Well, go to, I will: 
But there's no goodne ſs in thy face. If Antony 
Re free and healthful; why ſo tart a favour 
To trumpet ſuch good tidings? If not well, 
Thou fhould ſt come like a Fury crown'd with Snakes, 
Not like a. formal 
 Meſ. Will't pleaſe you hear me? 
Cleo. I have a mind to ſtrike thee ere thou (peakſt 
Yer if thou fay, Anton) lives, tis well, 
Or Friends with Ceſar, or not Captain to him, 
I'll ſee thee in a ſhower of Gold, and. hail 
Rich Pearls upon thee, 
Meſ. Madam, he's well. 
Cleo, Well ſaid. 
Meſ. And Friends with Ceſar. 
Cleo, Thour't an honeſt Man. 
Meſ. Cæſar and he are greater Friends than ever. 
Cleo Mark. thee a Fortune from me. 
Meſ. But yet, Madam 
Cleo. 1 do not like but yet, it does allay 
The. good precedence; fy upon but yet, 
But yet, is as Jaylor to bring forth 
Some monſtrous Malefactor. Prithee, Friend; | 
Pour out the pack of matter to mine Ear, 
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The good and bad together: he's Friends with Ceſar, 


In State of Health thou ſay'ſt, and thou ſay'ſt, free. 

Meſ. Free, Madam! no: I made no-ſuch ſport, 
He's bound unto Octavia. 

Cleo. For what good turn? 

Meſ. For the beſt turn i'th' Bed. 

Cleo. I am pale, Charmian. | 

Meſ. Madam, he's married to Octavia. 

Cleo. The moſt infectious Peſtilence upon thee. 

| [Iss rribes him down, 
Meſ. Good Madam, patience. | 

Chis Whit hay you? [Strikes him. 
Hence horrible Villain, or I'll ſpurn thine Eyes 
Like Balls before me; I'll unhair thy Head: 

8. [She hales him up and down, 
Thou ſhalt be whipt with Wyre, and ſtew'd in Brine, 
Smarting in lingring pickle, 

Meſ. Gracious Madam, | 
J, that do bring the News, made not the Match. 

Cleo. Say 'tis not ſo,.a Province I will give thee, 
And make thy Fortunes proud: the Blow thou hadſt 
Shall make thy peace, for moving me to Rage, 

And I will boot thee with that Gift beſide 
Thy Modeſty can beg. 
Meſ. es married, Madam. 

Cle. & zue, thou haſt lid tos long, [ Draws a Dagger. 

Meſ. Nay then I'll run: 

What mean you, Madam ? I have made no fault. ¶ Kæit. 

Char. Good Madam, keep your ſelf within your ſelf, 
The Man is innccent, 73 | 

Cleo. Some Innocents 'ſcape not the Thunderbolt: 
Melt Zgypt into Nile; and kindled Creatures 


Tarn all to Serpents, Call the Slave again, 


Though I am mad, I will not bite bim; Call. 
Char. He is afeard to come. 

Cleo, 1 will not hurt him. 
Theſe Hands do lack Nobility, that they ſtrike 
A meaner than my ſelf: ſince I my ſelf 


Haye given my ſelf the cauſe. Come hither, Sir, 
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32 Antony and Cleopatra. 
= Re-Enter the Meſſenger. 

Though it be honeſt, it is never good 

To bring bad News: give to a gracious Meſſage 

An Hoſt of Tongues, but let ill tidings tell 

Themſelves, when they be felt. | 

 Mef, I have done my, Duty. 

Cleo, Is he married? 

I cannot hate thee worſer than J do, 

If you * ſay yes. | 
Mef. He's married, Madam. PEN 
Cleo, The gods confound thee, doſt thou hold there 
Ae/ſ. Should I lie, Madam? „„ 
Cleo. Oh, would thou didſt ; 

So half my gypt were ſibmerg'd, and made 

A Ciftern for ſcal'd Snakes. Go get thee hence, 

Hadſt thou Narciſſus in thy Face, to me 


Thou wouldſt appear moſt ugly: He is married? 


Meſ. I crave your Highnels pardon. 

Cleo. He is married? ade: 

Weſ. Take no.offence, that Iwould not offend you; 
To -puntſh me for what you make me do, 14 
Seems much unequal : he's married to Offavia. 

Cleo. Oh that his fault ſhou!d make a Knave of thee, 
That art not what thou art ſure of, Get thee hence, 


The Merchandiſes which thou haſt brought from Kome 


Are all too dear for mes | | 
Lye they upon thy Hand, and be undone by em. 
| Exit. Meſ. 
Char. Good your Highneſs patience. | 
Cleo, In praiſing Antony, I have diſprais d Cæſar. 
Char. Many times, Madam. 
Cleo, J am paid foi't now : lead me from hence, 
I faint; oh Iras, Charmian tis no matter. 
Go to the Fellow, good Alexas, bid him 
Report the Feature of Octavia, her Years, 
Her Inclination, let him not leave out 
The colour of her Hair. Bring me word quickly, 
Let him for ever go — let him not, Charmian, 
Though he be painted one way like a Gergon, 
The other way's a. Mars,. Bid you Alexas 
- Bring 
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Bring me word how tall ſhe is: pity me, Charmian, 


But do not ſpeak to me. Lead me to my Chamber. Exeunt. 


SCENE Iv. The Coaſt of Italy, near 
_ Miſenum, 


Enter Pompey and Menas at one Door with Drum and 


Trumpet: At another, Cæſar, Lepidus, Antony, Eno- 


tarbus, Mecænas, Agrippa, with Soldiers marching, , 


Pom, Your Hoſtages 1 have, ſo have you mine; 


And we ſhall talk before we fight. 


Cæſ. Moſt meet 33 
That firſt we come to words, and therefore have we 
Our written purpoſes be fore us ſent, 
W hich if thou hadſt conſidered, let us know, 
If 'twill tie up thy diſcontented Sword, 
And carry back to Sicily much tall Touth, 
That elſe muſt periſh here. 

Pom. To you all three, | | 
The Senators alone of this great World, 
Chief Factors for the gods. I do not know, 
Wherefore my Father mould Reyengers want, 
Having a Son and Friends; ſince Fulius Cæſar, 
Who at Philippi the good Brutus ghoſted, 
There ſaw you labouring for me. What was't 
That moy'd pale Caſſius to conſpire? And what 
Made thee all-honour'd, honeſt Roman Brutus, 
With the arm'd reſt, Courtiers of beauteous freedom, 
To drench the Capitol, but that they weuld 
Have one Man but a Man; and that is it 
Hath made me rig my Navy. At whoſe burden, 
The anger'd Ocean foams, with which I meant + 
To ſcourge th' Ingratitude that deſpiteful Rome 
Caſt on my noble Father. 
Caſ. Take your time, | | 

Ant, Thou can't notfear us, Pompey, with thy Sails 
We'll ſpeak with thee at Sea. At Land thou kno v ſt 
How much we doio'ercount thee. 

Pom: At Land indeed 


Thou doſt o' er· count me of my Father's I ouſe. 
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34: Antony and Cleopatra: 


But ſtance the Cuckoo builds not for himſelf, 
Re main in't · as thou may ſt. 
Lep, Be pleas'd to tell us, 
| For this is from the preſent now you talk 
it The Offers we bave-ſent you 
| Cæſ. There's the point. 
| Ant. Which do not be intreated to, but weigh - 
1 What it is worth embrac'd. 
| Cæſ. And what may follow 
| To try a larger Fortune. 
| | Pom. You have made me Offer 
| Of Sicily, Sardinia; and 1 muſt” 
| Rid all the Sea of Pirates; then to ſend _ 
7 _ Meaſures of Wheat. to Rome: this greed upon, 
1 To part with unhackt edges, and bear back 
Our Targets undinted. 
Cmnes:. That's our Offer. 5 
Pom. Know then I came before you TOE a Man 
Prepar'd, to take this Offer, But Mark” Antony 
Put me to ſome impatience; though ] loſe 
The praiſe of · it by telling. Tou muſt know 
When Ceſar and your Brother were at blows,., 
Your Mother came to Sicily, and did find 
Her welcome friendly, 
Ant. Itave heard it, Pompey, 
And am well ſtudied for a liberal thanks, 
Which I do owe you. 
Pom. Let me have your Hind; 
1.did not think, Sir, to have met you here; 
Ant, The Beds i'th' Faſt are ſoft, and thanks to you; 
That call'd me timelier than my purpoſe bither: 
For I have gain'd by't. 
Cæſ. Since | ſaw Ss laſt; 
There is a change upon you. 
Pom. Well, I know not 5 
What counts hard Fortune caſts upon my „Tasse 
But in my, Boſom ſhe ſhall never come, 
To make my Heart a Vaſſal., 
Lep. Well met here. 
Pom.. I TWP ſo, Lepidas, thus we are agreed? 
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1 crave our Compoſition may be Written 
And ſeal'd between us, 
Cæſ. That's the next to do. 8 i 
pom. We'll feaſt each other, ere we part, and let's 
Draw Lots who ſhall begin. + 
Ant, That will I, Pompey, 
Pom. No, Antony, take the Lot: | | 
But firſt or laſt; your fine Ægyptian Cookery © | 
Shall have the Fame, I have heard - that Fulins Caeſar * 
Grew fat wich feaſting there, - - 
Ant. -You have heard much. 
Pom. I have fair meaning, Sir. 
Ant. And fait Words to them. 
Pom. Then fo much have 1 heard. 
And I have heard Apollodorus carried — 
Eno. No more of that: he did ſo. 
Pom. What, I pray you? _ 
Eno, A certain Queen to Cæſar in a Mattrice. 
Pom. Ik now thee. now; how far'ſt thou, Soldier? 
Eno. Well, and well am like to do, for I perceive 


= 


Four Feafts are toward, 
Pom. Let me ſhake thy Hand, 2 pn 
I never hated thee :._ I have ſeen thee fight, 
When I have envied thy Behaviour. EI 
Eno. Sir, L neyer lov'd you much, but I-ha” prais'd ye, 
When you have well deſerv'd ten times as much, 
As [ have ſaid you did. | 
Pom. Enjoy thy plainneſs. 
It. nothing ill becomes the; 
Aboard my Galley, I invite you all. 
Will you lead, Lords? 
All. Shew's the way, Sir. B28 | 
Pom, Come. I Exeunt. Manent Enob. and Menae;- 
Men, Thy Father, Pompey, would ne'er have made 
You and I have known, Sir.  [Treary:: 
Eno. At Sea, I think. 
Men, We have, Sir. - 
Eno. You have done well by Water, 
Men. And you by Land, 
Fr. 
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Antony and Cleopatra. 
Eno. I will praife any Man that will praiſe me, though 
it cannot be denied what I have done by Land 
Men. Nor what 1 have done by Water. 
Eno. Yes, ſomethiog you can deny for your own Saſe- 
ty: You have been a good Thief by Sea. 
Men. And you by Land. 3 
Exo. There I deny my Land Service; but give me 
your Hand, Menas, if your Eyes had Authority, here 
they might have two Thieves kiſſing, * 
Men. All Mens Faces are true, whatſoe' er their Hands 
Eno. Zut there is ne'er a fair Woman, has a true Face. 
Men. No ſlander, they Rteal Hearts. 
Eno. We came hither. to fight with yon. 
Men. For my part, I am van Fo is turn'd to a drink- 


isg. Pompey doth this Day laugh 


* 


away his Fortune. 
Eno. If he do, ſure he cannot weep't back again. 
Men. Lou've ſaid, Sir; we look'd not for Mark An- 
zany here; pray you, is he married to Cleapatra? 
Fno. Ci Siſter 1s called Offavia, 
: Men. True, Sir, ſhe was the Wife of Calas Marcellus. 
Eno, But now ſhe is the Wife of Marcus Antonius. 
Men. Pray ye, Sit. N | 
Eno, Tis true. Eo 
Men, Then is Ceſar and he for ever knit together. 
Eno. If I were bound to Divine of this Unfty, I 
Men. I think the Policy of that Purpoſe, made more 
in the Marriage, than the Love of the Parties. 

Eno, I think ſo too. But you ſhall find the band 
that ſeems to tie their Friendſhip together, will be the 
very eftranger-of their Amity : Octavia is of a holy, 
cold, and ftil] Converſation... | 

Aen. Who would not have his Wife ſo? > | 
Eno, Not he that himſelf is not ſo; which is Mark An- 

tiny, He will to his Zgyptian Difh again; then ſhall 

the ſighs of Octavia blow the Fire up in Ceſar, and, as I 

ſaid before, that which is the Strength of their Amity, 

ſhall prove the immediate Author of their Variance, An- 
tenz will uſe his Affection where it is. He married 
tum his. Occaſion here. | 


vgh 
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Men. And thus it may be. Come, Sir, will you 
Aboard ? I bave a Health for you. 
Eno, I ſhall take, it Sir: we have us ' d our Throa i in - 


Apt. 
Men. Come, ler awy gr. [Exennr.. 


S'CEN E V. Pompey's' Galley. 7 
5 Muſick Plays. 


Pnter two, or three Servants with a Banguet. 

1 Ser, Here they'll be, Man: ſome o' their Plants are 
ill rooted already, the leaſt Wind i'th* World will blow 
them down. 

2 Ser. Lepidus i is: high-colour'd... 

1 Ser, They bave made him drink Alms drink; 

- Ser. As they pinch one another by the Diſpoſition - 
he cries out, no more; reconciles them to his entreai y, | 
and himſelf to th' drink. 


1 Ser. But it raiſes the greater War berwech him and 


10 Diſcretion. 


2 Ser. Why this it is to have a Name in great Mens 
Fellowſhip: I had as lieve have a Reed that will do me - 


no Service, as a Partizan I could not heave. 


1 Ser. To be call'd into a huge Sphere, and nottobe . 
ſeen to move in't, are the holes where Eyes * 


which pitifully difaſter the Cheeks. . 
Trumpets. 


Enter Cæſar, Antony, Pompey, Lepidus, . 


Mecznas, Enobarbus, Menas, with other Captains. 


Ant. Thus do they, Sir: they take the flow o'th' Nit 


By certain Scale, i'th* Pyramid; they knoW 
By th'height, the lowneſs, or the mean, if Dearth: , 
Gr Foizon follow. The higher Nilas ſwells 
The more it promiſes, as it ebbs, the Seedſman 
Upon the Slime and Ooze ſcatters his Grain, 
And ſhortly comes to Harveſt. 
Lep, You've ſtrange Serpents there, 
Aut. Ay, Lepidus. 
T. Your Serpent of Egypt, is bred now of your mud 
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by the Operation of your Sun; ſo is your Crocodile. 
aſſure They ne 
Pom. Sirrah, ſome Wine! a Health to Lepidus. 
' Top. I am not fo well as I. ſhould be: 
But I'll ne'er out. 
Exo. Not "till you have ſlept; I fear me, you'll be in, 
ill then. 
Tep. Nay certainly, I have heard the Ptolomy's Pyra- 


miſis are very goodly things; without Contradiction I. 


have heard that. | 

Men: Pompey, a Word. 5 I ſide. 
Pom. Say in my mine Ear, what is't? 

Men. Forſake thy Seat, I do befeech thee, Captain, 
And bear me ſpeak a Word, | 

Pom. For me till anon. [Whiſpers in's Ear. 


This Wine for Lepidus. 


Lep. What manner o' thing is your Crocodile ? 

Ant. It is ſhap'd, Sir, like it ſelf, and it is as broad as 
it: hath breadth; it is juſt ſo high as it is, and moves with 
its own Organs. It lives by that which nouriſheth it, 
and the Elements onee out of it, it tranſmigrates. 

Tep. What colour is it of? ' 

Ant. Of it's own colour too; | 
 LTep. Tis a ſtrange Serpent. 

Ant. Tis ſo, and the Tears of it are wet. 

_ Caf. Will this Deſcription ſatisſie him? „ 

Ant. With the Health that Pompey gives him, elſe he 
is' a very Epicure, J 

Pom. Go hang, Sir, hang! tell me of that? away! 
Do as I bid you. Where's the Cup I call'd for? 

Men. If for the ſake of Merit thou wilt hear me, 
Riſe from the Stool. | | 

Pom. I think-thou're mad; the matter? 5 

Nen J have ever held my Cap off to thy Fortunes. 


Pom. Thou haſt ſerv'd me with much Faith: what's 


eve to ſay? Be jolly, Lords. 
Ant. Theſe-Quick-ſands, Tepidus, 

Keep off them, for you ſink. 
Men. Wilt thou:be Lord of all the World? 
em. What ſay'ſt thou? a 


| 


I 
Men. 5 
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lile. Mev, Wilt thou be lord of the whole World? that's - 
Pom. How ſhall that be? ltwice. 
Men. But entertain it, and chough thee think me poor, 
Jam the Man will give thee all "the World. 
pom. Haſt thou drunk well: 
ein, Men, No, Pompey, I have kept me from tha Cup: 
Thou art, if thou dar'ſt be, the earthly Jove: 
What c'er the Ocean pales, or Sky inclips, 
Is thine, if thon wilt hat. 
Pom. Shew me which way.” 
Men, Theſe three World-Sharers, they . . 
Are in thy Veſſel. Let me cut the Cable. 
Fund when we are put off, fall to their Throats : 
All there is thine. . 
Pom. Ay, this thou ſhouldſt have done, 
And not have ſpoken on't. In-me tis Villany, 
In thee thad been good Service: thou muſt know, 


as 'Tis not my Profit that does lead mine Honour: 
cle Mine Honour is, Repent that e'er thy Tongue, 
Ks Hath fo betray'd thine Act. Being done — 288 


I- ſhould have found it afterwards well done; 
But muit condemn it now. Deſiſt, and drink. 
Men. For this Ill never follow 
Thy pall'd Fortunes more; 
Who ſeeks and will not take, nente tis offer -d, 
Shall never find it more. 
Pom. This Health to Lepidus. 
Ant. Bear him aſhore, 

I pledge it for him Pompey. 
Eno, Here's to thee Mena. 
Men, Enobarbus, welcome. + "OF 
Pom. Fill 'till the Cup be hid. . ppidus. 


* 


N 


Eno. There's a ſtrange Fellow, Menas. Pointing to Ee- 
Men. Why? | {not ? 


Eno. A bears the third part of the World, Man! ſeeſt 
Men. The third part then is drunk; would i it:were all, 
that it might go on Wheels,  : : 
Fno. Drink thou, enereaſe the Reels. 
Men. Come. 
Pom. This is not yet an ne! Feaſt, 
Ant! 
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Ant. It ripens towards it; ſtrike the Veſſels boa. | 
Here's to Cæſar. Ip 

Ceſ. I. could wall forbear't, it's Sheds LAM Labour Bu 
when I waſh my Brain, and it grows fouler. 

ae. Bea Child o'th'time. ; 

Ceſ. Poſſeſs it, 1'Il make-anſwer; but I had rather N 
faſt from all, four Days, than drink ſo much in one. 

Eno. Ha, my brave Emperor, ſhall we dance now the 
Egyptian Bacchanals, and celebrate our drink? * 

Pomp. Let's ha't, . 

Ant. Come let's all take ne bath 10 4 
»Till that the conquering Wine eept our als | 
In ſoft and. en 25 5 

Eno, All take Hands: 

Make battery to our Ears with the land zuck, 
The while, I'Il place you, then the Boy ſhall las. 
The holding every man ſhall beat gz loud, . 
As his trong Sides the yolly,, , 


| Muſick plays, Enobarbus place: ahem Handies Bass. 
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Come thou Monarch of theVine, 

Plumpy Bacchus with pink ens, 

In thy Fats our Cares be droum'd: 

With thy Grapes our Hairs be — 
Cup us till the World go romnd, 
Cup us "ill the. World ge n 


Caſ. What would you more? Pompey goed Niphe,. 

Good Brother | 

Let me requeſt yen off; our dere anne 5 

Frowns at this Levity. Gentle Lords, let's part, 

You ſee we have durnt our Cherk. Strong Enobarbe 

Is weaker than the Wind; and mine own Ton 

Splits what it ſpeaks: the wild diſguiſe hath amp 1. 

Antickt us all. What needs more . good Night. ä 

Good Antony, your Hand. 

Pom. I'll try you on the Shore. - 

Ant. And ſhall, Sir, give's your Har d. 


Tom, 


boa. 


rather 
ne. 


W the 


Ter e, 


No, to my Cabin 
| Theſe Trumpets, Flutes ! what! 

Let Neptune hear, we bid a loud farewel 
| To theſe great Fellows. Sound and be hang'd, ſound out. 


Antony and Cleopatra. 4t 
Pom. Oh, Antony, you have my Father's Houſe. 


But what, we're Friends ?'Come down into the Boat. 


Eno. Take heed you fall nor. 


Men. I'Il not on Shoar. 
theſe Drums! 


[Sound a Flouriſh with Drums. 
Eno, Hoo ſays a! There's my Cap. | 
Men, Hoa, noble Captain, come, [Exeunt. 


TY — — 
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ACT WM SCENE L 
SCENE A Camp. 
Enter Ventidius in Triumph, the dead Body of Pacoru? 
borne before him, Roman Soldiers and Attendants. 
Ven, N OW darting Parthia att thou ſtruck, and now 
IV Pleas id Fortune does of Mareus Craſſus death 


Make me revenger, Bear tle King's Son's Body 
Before our Army; thy Pacorus, Orodes, 


Pays this for Marcus Craſſus, 


Rom. Noble Ventidius, | 
Whilſt yet with Parthian Blood thy Sword is warm, 
The Fugitive Parthians follow. Spurn through Media, 
Meſopotamia, and the ſhelters, whither Oz 
The routed fly, 85 thy grand Captain Antony 
Shall ſet thee on tritdmphant Chariots, and 
Put Garlands on thy Head, | 

Ven, Oh Silius, Silius, 

I have done enough. A lower Place, note wel, 
May make too great an Act. For learn this, Sins, 
Better to leave undone, than by #urDee d 

Acquire too high a Fame, when him wef erve's away. 
Cæſar and Antony have ever won | 
More in their Officer, than Perſon, Sofins,. 


One 
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One of my place-in Syria, his Lieutenant, 
For quick Accumulation of Renown, 
Which he atchiev'd by jth' Minute, loſt his Favour, 
Who does i'th' Wars more than his Captain can, 
Becomes his Gaptain's Captain: And Ambition, 
The Soldier's Virtue, rather makes choice of Loſs. 
Than Gain, which darkens bim. 15 
I. could do more to do Anthonius good, 
But *twould offend him; and in his Offence, 
Should my performance periſh. Yo 
Rom. Thou haſt, Ventidius, that, without the which 
A Soldier and his Sword grants ſcarce diſtinction: 
Thou wilt write to Antony, | 

Ven. I'll humbly ſignifie what in his Name, 


That magical word War, we have effected; 


How with his Banners, and his well paid Ranks, 
That ne'er-yet beaten Horſe of Parthia | 
We have jaded out o'th' Field. | 
Rom. Where is. he now? 
ea He purpoſeth to Athens; whither with what 
aſte | 

The weight we muſt convey with's, will permit; 
Wee ſhall appear before him. On there, paſs along. [ Fx, 


SCENE II. Rome. 


Enter Agrippa at one Door, Enobarbus at another. 
Agr. What, are the Brothers parted ? 


Eno. They have diſpatch'd with Pompey, he is gone, 


The other three ate Sealing. Octavia weeps 
To pat from Reme: Cæſar is fad, and Lepidus 
Since Pompey's Feaſt, as Menas ſays, is troubled”. 
With the Green-ficknefs, +. <0 = 
Agr. 'Tis a noble Lepidus. 
Eno. A very fig e one; oh, how he loves Ceſar... 
Agr. Nay, but how dearly he adores Mark Antony. 
Eno. Gæſar? why he's the Fupiter of Men. | 
Agr. What's Antony, the god of Jupiter? 
Eno. Speak you of Ceſar? Oh! the non-pareil!_ 
Agr. Oh Antony, oh thou Arabian Bird! by 


Eta. Would you praiſe Ceſar, ſay Ceſar, go no further. 


Agr, 


. 


1, 


1 


9 7 


Kneel down, knee! down, and wonder 
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Agr. Indeed he plied them both with excellent Praiſes, 
Eno. But he loves Ceſar beſt, yet he loves Antony: 
Ho! Hearts, Tongues, Figure, Scribes, Bards, Poets, can- 

no 
Tbink, ſpeak, caſt, write, ſing, number; ho, 
His love to Antony. But as for Ceſar, 


Agr. Beth he loves. 
Eno, They are his Shards, and he their A" ſo'— 
This is to Horſe; adieu, noble Agrippa, . 
Agr, Good Fortune, worthy Soldier, and farewel. 
Enter Cæſar, Antony, Lepidus, and Octavia. 
Ant. No farther, Sir. 
Ceſ. You take from me a great part of my ſelf: 
Uſe me well in't. Siſter, prove ſuch a Wife 
As my Thoughts make thee, and as my fartheſt Bond 
Shall paſs on thy approf. Moit. noble Antony, 
Let not the piece of Virtue which is ſet 
Betwixt us, as the cement of our Love, 
To keep it builded, be the Ram to batter 
The Fortune of it; for better might we 
Have loy'd without this mean, if on x both parts 
This be not cheriſnt. 
Ant. Make me not offended 
In your diſtruſt. 
Cæſ. I have ſaid. 
Ant. You ſhall not find, 
Though you be certain curious, the leaf cauſe - 
For what you ſeem to fear; ſo the Gods keep N 
And make the Hearts of Romans ſerve your Ends: 
We will here part. 
Caf. Farewel, my deareſt Siſter, fare thee well, 
The Elements be kind to thee, and make 
Thy Spirits all of Comfort, fare thee well. 
Oct. My noble Brother! 9 
Ant. The April's in her Eyes, it is Love's Spring, | 
And theſe the Showers to bring it on; be chearful 
ddt. Sir, look well to my Husband's Houſe; and 
Caf. What Octavia: 
ck. Vl tell; you in ver Rar. . 
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Ant. Her Torgue will not obey her Hear“, nor can 0 


Her Heart inform her Tongue, theswan „Down- feather, 
That ſtands upon the Swell at full of ane 


And neither way inclines. 
Eno. Will Cæſar weep? : 
Agr. He has a Cloud in's Face. 
Eno. He were the worſe for that were he” a Horfe ſo 
is he being a Man. 3 
Agr. Why, Enobarbus? 
When At tony found Julius Cæſar dead, 
He cried almoſt to roaring : And he wept, 
When at Philippi he found Brutus ſlain, | 
Eno. That Year indeed, he was troubled with a 


' Rheum, . 
What willingly he did confound, he wail'd * | 
_— t 'till I weep too. + ab TRIS 
No, ſweet Octavia, | a 


Yau” ſhall hear from me ſtill; rhe time mal not 
Out-go her thinking on you. 
Ant. Come Sir, come, db 
I'll wreſtle with you in my Strength of Love. . 
Look here I have you; thus I let ot 80. 0 
And give you to the Gods. on : 
Cef. Adieu, be happy. 
Lep. Let all the en of the « Sls 000 Der 
To thy fair way. 
Cæſ. Farewel, Fare wel. [ Xifſes Octavia. 
Ant, Farewel. 3 1 ſound, Excunt. 


147 
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Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Klean ad 


Cleo. Where is the Fellow? 
Alex. -Half,afeard to come. 
Cleo. Go to, go to: come hither, . | 
Enter the Meſſenger as before. 3 
Mex. Good Majefty, Herod of Jewry dare not look 
upon you, but when you are well pleas'd. 
Cleo. That He rod's Head, 1'1] have; but how ? When 
Amdny is gone, * whom 1 might command it, 
Come 


th a 


2 


Antony and Cleopatra. 45 


Come wen near. 
Meſ. Maſt. gracious Majeſty. 
Cleo. Didſt thou behold Octavia ? 
Meſ. Ay, dread Queen. 
Cleo. Where? 
Meſ. Madam, in Rome, I lookt her in the Face ; 3 


And ſay her led between her B. hen and 
| Mark Antony. 


Cleo. Is mmer as tall as me? 

Meſ. She is not, Madam. 

Clee: Didſt hear her { peak? is ſhe fhril-tongu'd or low! 
Meſ. Madam, I heard her ſpeak, ſhe, is low-vaic'd, 


Cleo. That's not fo good; he cannot like her long. 


Char. Like her? Oh 1þs ! tis impoſſible. fiſh. 
Cleo. I think, ſo, Charmian; dull of Tongue. and Dwar- 
What Majefty is in her Gate? remember 
If e'er thou look'ſt on ann 
AMeſ. She Aber 
Her Motion and her Station are as one: 
She ſhews a Body, rather than 3 Life. 
A Statue, than a. Breather. 
Cleo.. Is. this certain? 
Meſ. Or 1 have no Obſeryance. _ 
Char, Three io Agytt cannot make beter note, - 
Cleo. He's very.kpowing, I da: perceive't, | 
There's nothing in her yes., : | 
The Fellowowa gee. Judgment. 
Char. Excellent. 
Cleo. Gneis. at her Years, I prithee: 
Meſ. Madam, ſhe was a Widow, 
Clee, Widow? Charmian, hack. 

Meſ, And 1 dgthink the's thirty, [ and 
Cleo. Bear'fh, thou her Face, in Mind? is' long or 
Meſs. Round even to Faultineſs. 

Clea For the maſt part too, they are ſooliſn that are ſo; 
Her Hair, what Colour ? 

Meſ. Brown, Madam; and her Fore haa 
As low. as ſhe mould wiſh it. 

Cleo. There's Gold for thee; 


Thon muſt hot take my former Sharpneſs Ds. 
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I will employ thee back again; I find thee. 
Moſt fit for Buſineſs.. Go,: make thee ready, 
Our Letters are prepar'd. 
Char. A proper Man. 8 
Cleo. Indeed he is ſo: I repent me much 


That I fo harried him. W hy methinks by him, 2 4 


This Creature's no ſuch thing, 
Char. Nothing, Madam, 
Cleo. The Man hath ſeen ſome Majeſty, 2nd mul 
know. 
Cbar. Hath he ſeen Majeſty? 1þs elſe defend! 
And ſerving you ſo long. [ian 


Cleo. I have one thing more to ask him yet, good Char. 


But 'tis no matter, thou ſhalt bring him to me 
Where I will write: All may be well h 
Char. I warrant you, Madam. Sys e 


5 3B Iv, Atkins, 


5 Enter Antony and Octavia. 
Ant. Nay, Nay, Ocfavia, not only that, 

That were excuſable, that and thouſands more 

Of ſemblable import, but he hath wag'd 

New'Wars 'gainſt Pompey ; made his Will, and read i . 


To publick Ear, ſpoke ſcantly of me; 


When perforce he could not e 
But pay me terms of Honour, cold 15d gekly 


He vented them; moſt narrow meaſure lent me; 
When the beſt hint was given him, he o er- look d 


Or did it from his Teetb. 
Off, Oh, mv good Lord, 
Believe not all, or if you muſt believe, 
Stomach not all. A more unhappy Lady, 
If this diviſion chance, n&er ſtood Pere 
Praying for both Parts: The goed Gods will mock me, 
When 1 ſhall praying, oh bleſs my Lord and Husband, 
Undo that Prayer, by -crying out as loud, 
Oh bleſs my Brother. Husband win, win Brother, 


Prays, and deſtroys the = 480 5,68 no midway 
— theſe Extreams at all. 


nt 


of 


, 8 


Antony and Cleopatra. 47 

Ant, Gentle Octavia, . 
Let your beſt Love draw to that point which ſeeks 
Beſt to preſerve it: If I loſe mine Honour, 1 
I loſe my ſelf; better I were not yours, 
Than yours ſo Branchleſs. But as you requeſted, 
Your ſelf ſhall go betwe:n's ; the mean time, Lady, 
I' raiſe the Preparation of a War 
Shall ſtain your Brother, make your ſooneſt haſte - 
So your Deſires are yours. 

Oct. Thanks to my Lord, | 
The Jove of Power mike me moſt weak, moſt weak, 
Your Reconciler : Wars 'twixt you twain would be, 
As if the World fhould cleaye, and that ſlain Men 
Should ſodder up the Rifs. ESE 

Ant, When it appears to you where this begins, 
Turn your Diſpleaſure that way, for our Faults - 
Can never be ſo equal, that your Love 
Can equally move with them. Provide your going, 
Chuſe your own Company, and command what Coſt 


Jour Heart has mind to; [Exeunhh: 


. Enter Enobarbus and Eros. 

Eno. How now, Friend Eros? 

Eros, There's ſtrange News conie, Sir. 

Eno. What, Man? | | : 

Eros. Ceſar and Lepidus have made War upon Pompey, 

Eno, Thi: is old, what is the Succeſs * 

Eros. Ceſar having made uſe of him in the Wars 
gainſt Pompey : Preſently denied him Rivalty, would 
not let him partake of the Glory of the Action, and 
not reſting here, accuſes him of Letters he had formerly 
wrote to Pompey. tpon his own Appeal ſeiſes him, fo 
the poor Third is up, 'till Death enlarge his Confine. 

Eno. Then would thou hadſt a pair of Chaps no more, 
and throw between them all the Food thou haſt, they'll 
grind the other. Where's Antony? 


46 
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Eros, He's walking in the Garden thus; and ſpurns 


The Ruſh that lies before him. Cries, Fool Lepidus, 
And threats the Throat of that his Officer, 
That murder'd Pompey. 


Eno. Our great Navy's rigg'd. 
| Eros 
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Eros. For Italy and Ceſar: more Domitius, 


My Lord defires you. preſently; my News. 


I might have told hereafter, Len). 
Eno. Twill be naught, but let it be; bring me to Au. 


Eros. Come, Sir. Exeun: 


SCENE V. Rome. 


Enter Cæſar, Agrippa, aud Mecænas. 
Cæſ. Contemning Rome he has done all this, and more, 
In Alexandria; here's the matter of it: 
I'th' Market- place on a Tribun. i ſilver'd, 
Cleopatra and himſelf in Chairs of Gold 
Were publickly enthron'd; at the Feet ſat 


Ca ſario whom they call my Father's. Son, 


And all the unlawful Iſſue, that their Luſt 
Since then hath made between them. Unto her 
He gave the ſtabliment of Ægypt, made her 
Ot lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, | 


Sblolate Queen. 


Mec. This in the publick Eye? 25 
Cæſ. I'th' common ſhew-place where they exerciſe, 
His Sons were there proclaim'd the Kings of Kings, 
Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia 
He gave to Alexander; to Ptolemy he aſſign'd 
Syria, Cilicia, and Phænicia She 
In the Habiliments of the Goddeſs Iſis 


” 


That day appear'd and oft before gave Audience, 


As tis. re ported, ſo, 


Mec. Let Rome be thus inform'd. 
Agr. Who queaſie with his Inſolence already, 

Wil) their good Thoughts call frem him. 

Cæſ. The People know it, 
And have now receiv'd_ his Accuſations. 

Agr. Whom does he Accuſe? 

Ceſ. Cæſar, and that having, in Sicily 
Sextus Pompeius ſpoil'd, we had not rated him 
His Part o'th' Ifle. Then does he ſay, he lent me 
Some Sh'pping unreſtor'd. Laſtly he frets 
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Should be depos'd, and being, that we detain | 
All his Revenue. 
Agr. Sir, this ſhould be anſwer'd. 
Cæſ. 'Tis done already, and his. Meſſenger gone: : 
I told him Lepidus was grown too cruel, 
That he his bigh Authority abus'd, 
And did deſerve his Chance. For what I have conquer d, 
I grant him Part; but then in his eee 
And other of his NED e Tl 
Demand the like. 
Mec. He'll never yield to that. 
Cæſ. Nor muſt not then be yielded. to in this. 
Enter Octavia with Atrendams. 
Oct. Hail Ceſar, and my Lord! hail, moſt dear Cæſar. 
Cæſ. That ever | ſhould call thee Caſt away. 
Oct. You have not call'd me ſo, nor have you cauſe, 
Cæſ. W hy haſt thou ſtoln upon me thus? yon came not 
Like Cæſar's Siſter; the Wife of Antony 
Should have an army for an Uſher, and 
The neighs of Horſe, to tell of her Approach, 
Long ere ſhe did appear. The trees by th' way 
Should have born Men. and Expectation fainted 
Longing for what it had not. Nay, the Duſt 
Should have aſcended to the Roof of Heav'n, 
Rais'd by your populous Troops: But you are come 
A Market-Maid to Rome, and have prevented 
The oſtentation of our Love; which left unſhewn, 
le often left unlov'd; we ſhould have met you 
By Sea, and Land, ſupplying every Stage 
With an augmented Greeting, 
oct. Good my Lord, 
To come thus was I not conſtrain'd, but did it 
On my free Wi. My Lord, Mark Antony, 
Hearing that you prepar'd for War, acquainted 
My grieving Ear withal ; whereon I begg'd 
His Pardon for return. * 
Cæſ. Which ſoon he granted, 
Being an abftraQt *tween his Luſt and him. 
Oct, Do not ſay ſo, my Lord. 
C 
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Cæſ. I have Eyes upon him, 
And his Affairs come to me on the Wind: 
Whereis he now? ; A 
Of. My Lord, in Athens. 2 285 
Ceſ. No, my moſt wronged Siſter; Cleopatra 
Hath nodded him to her. He hath given bis Empire 
Up to a Whore, who now are levying 
The Kings o'th' Earth for War. He hath aſſembled, 
i Bochus the King of Lybia, Archilaus | 
| Of Cappadocia, Philadelphus King „ | 
| Of Papblagonia; the Thracian King ' Adallas, A 
King Malichus of Arabia, King of Pow, , . | 
| _ Herod of Fewry, Mithridates King We” 
| Of Comagene, Polemen and Amintas, 8 be 
F The King of Mede, and Lycaonia, z 
| With a more larger Lift of Scepters. 
þ Oct. Ay me moſt wretched, | 
=, That have my Heart parted betwixt two Friends, 
if That do afflict each other. 
is Ceſ. Welcome hither; 1 | 
Your Letters did with-hold our breaking forth W. 


Agr. Welcome Lady. | 
Mec. Welcome, dear Madam, | 855 He 


Till we perceiv'd both how you were wrong led, Tr 

1 And we in negligent Danger; chcer your Heart. Th 

j Be you not troubled with the time which drives, * 

| Ofer your Content; theſe ſtrong Neceſſities, . 

But let deter mind things to Deſtiny Th 

Hol: unbewail'd their way. Welcome to Rome: An 

Nothing more dear to me. You are abus'd Ap! 

Beyond the Muk of Thought; and the high Gocs I's 
1 To do you Juſtice, make his Miniſters 

[ Fus, and thoſe that love you, Be of Comfort, . 

1 And ever welcome to us. . * 

| 


—— 
4 


| Each Heart in Rome does love and pity you; And 
[/ Only th* adulterous Avtony, moſt large e 
N In his Abominations, turns you off, Wee” Tha 
. And pives his potent Regiment ro a Trull | 5 
| That Noſes it againſt us, | 4 a Whi 


| Q. lair ſo, Sr? To | 
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_ Ce. Moſt certain: Siſter, welcome; pray you 
Be ever known to patience. My dear'ſt Siſter. ¶ Exenur. 
8 CE N K VI. Actium. | 
Exter Cleopatra, and Enobarbus, 
Cleo. J will be even with thee; d-ubt it not. 
Eno. But why. why, why? 
Cleo. Thou haſt foreſpoke my beirg in theſe Wars, 
And ſay'ſt it is not fit. | | 
Eno. Well; is it, 1: it? i 
Cleo. Ist not denounc'd againſt eus? why ſhould not we 
be there in Perfon? | | | 
Eno. Well, I could reply; if we ſhould ſerve with Horſe 
and Mares tcgether, the Horſe were merely luſt; the 
Mares would bear a Soldier and his Horſe, 
Cle, What is't you fay?- 
Eno. Your Preſence needs muft puzzle Antony. 
Take from his Heart, take from his Brain, take from's Time 
| What ſhou'd not then be ſpar'd. He is already | 
Traduc'd for Levity, and tis ſaid in Rome, 
That Photinus an Eunuch, and your Maids, 
Manage this War. © + ©: 
Cleo, Sink Rome, and their Tongues rot | 
That ſpeak againſt us. A charge we bear ich* War, 
And as the Preſident of my Kingdom will 
| Appear there for a Man. Speak nor againſt it, 
I will not ſtay behind. "oe. 
Enter Antony and Canidius. 
Eno. Nay I have done, here comes the Emperor. 
Ant. Is it not ſtrange, Canidius, 
That from Tarentum, and Brunduſium, 
He could ſo quickly cut th* Ionian Sea, + 
And take in Toryne? You have heard on't, Sweet? 
Cleo. Celerity is never more admir d 
Than by the Negligent. 
Ant. A good Rebuke, | 
Which might have well becom d the beſt of Mea 
To taunt a Slackneſs. Canidius, we | 


6. Will fight with bim by Sea. 
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Cleo, By Sea, what elſe? 
Can. Why will my Lord do ſo ? 
Ant. For that he dares us to't. 
Eno. So hath my Lord dar'd him to fi nele ght. 
Can. Ay, and to wage his Battle at Pharſalia, 
Where Cæſar fought with Pompey. But theſe Offers, 
Which ſerve not for his Vantage, he ſhakes off, 
And ſo ſhould you. 
Ene. Vour Ships are not well Mann'd, 
Your Mariners are Muliters, Reapers, People 


4 


Ingroſt by ſwift Impreſs, In Cæſar's Fleet 


Are thoſe that often have gainſt Pompey fought, . 
Their Ships are yare, yours heavy : No diſgrace 
Shall fall you for refuſing him at Sea, 

Being prepar'd for Land. 

Ant. By Sea, by Sea. 

Exo. Moſt worthy Sir, you therein throw away 
The abſalute. Soldierſhip you have by Land, 
Diſtract your Army, which doth moſt conſiſt 
Ot War-mark'd Footmen, leave unexecuted 
Your own renowned Knowledge, quite forego 
The way which promiſes Aſſurance, and 
Give up your ſelf yy to chance and hazard, 
From firm Security. | | 

Ant. Lil fight at Sea. 

Cleo. 1 have fi ixty Sails, Ceſar none Dattor. 

Ant. Our overplus of Shipping will we burn, 
And with the reſt full-mann'd, from th'H.eart ofi Acfium, 
heat the approaching Ceſar, | But af we . 

We then can do't at Lance 5 
Enter a Meſſenger. 


Thy Buſineſs ? 


Mef. The News is rue, my Lord, bei is deſeried, 
Cæſar has taken TJoryne. | 
Ant. Can he be there in Perſon ? -Tis impoſſible 
Strange, that bis Power ſhould be ſo. Canidius, 
Our nineteen Legions thou ſhalt hold by Land, 
And our twelve thouſand - N FO to our Ship. 
Away, my Thetis. 
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| Enter à Soldier. 
How now, worthy Soldier? 

Sold. Oh Noble Emperor, do not fight by Sea, 
Truſt not to rotten Planks: Do you miſdoubt 
This Sword, and theſe my Wounds? let th* Zgyprians 
And the Phanisians go a Ducking: we 


Have us'd to Conquer ſtanding on the Earth, 
and fighting foot to foot. 


1 


Ant. Well, well, away. Exe. Ant. Cleo and Enob. 
Sold. By Hercules I think 1 am ith right. 
Can. Soldier thou art: but the whole Action grows 


Not in the power on't: ſo our Leaders lead, 
And we are Womens Men. 


Sold. You keep by Land 


The Legions and the Horſe whole, do you not? 


Ven. Marcus Octavius, Marcus Fuſlius, 
Publicola, and Celius, are for Sea: 


But we keep whole by Land. This ſpeed of C</ar's 
Carries beyond belief. | 


Sold, While he was yet in Rome 
His Power went out in ſuch diſtractions, 
As beguil'd all Spies. 

Can. Who's his Lieutenant, hear you? 

Sold. They fay, one Torus. Fog 1: 

Can. Well; 1 know the Man. _ 

| Enter a Meſſenger, e 

Afeſ. The Emperor calls Canidius. Ikorth 

Can. With News the Time's in Labour, and throws 

Enter Cæſar with his Army marching. 

C/. Torus? | 

Tor. My Lord. | [Butle 

Ceſ. Strike not by Land. Keep whole, provoke not 
Till we have done at Sea. Do not exceed 
The Preſcript of this Scroul: Our Fortune lies 
Upon this jump. | | 

Enter Antony, and Enobarbus, 

Ant. Set we our Squadrons on yond fide o'th' Hill, 
In Eye of Cæſar's Battle, from which place | 
We may the number of the Ships behold, 


8 3 | And 


[Exit. 
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And ſo proceed accordingly. 3 [Exif 


Canidius marching with his Land Army one way over the 
Stage, and Torus tho Lieutenant of Cæſar the other way: 
after their going in, is heard the wy of a. Sea-fight. Ao 
Enter Enobarbus. h . 


Eno. Naught, naught, nveegbt, I can behol4no longer; ; 
Mantoniad, the Agyptian Admiral, : 
With all their ſixty * and turn the Rudder: 
Jo ſee't, mine Eyes are blaſted. 

Enter Scarus. : 

Scar. Gods, and Goddeſſes, all the whole Synod of them) 

Eno. What's thy Paſhon ? g 

Scar. The greater Cantle of the World is loſt 
With very ignorance, we have kiſs d _ 2 
Kingdoms and Ptovinces. - 

Eno. How appears the Fight? 

Scar, On our fide like the Token'd Peſtilence, 
Where Death is fure. Your ribauld Nag of & 15 
(Whom Leproſy o'cr,) ih? very midſt o'ch' fight, 
When Vantage like a pair of Twins 2ppear'd 
Both of the fame, or rather ours the Elder, 

The Breeze upon her, like a Cow in Tune, 
Hoiſts Sails, and flies. 6 

Eno. That 1 beheld: h 8 
Mine Eyes did ſicken at the 6gbt, and could ner 
Indure a further view, 

Scar. She once being looft; - 
The noble ruin of her Magick, Antony, 
Claps on his Sea-wing, and like a doatin Mallard, N 
Leaving the Bight in heighth, flies after E 
I never ſaw an Action of ſuch ſnßame; 
Experience, Manhood, W neter before, 
Dig violate ſo it ſelf,” 2 
Eno. Alack, alack. F 
Enter Cinidius. 

Can. Our Fortune on the Sea is out of breath;. 

And links moſt l:mentably, Had our General | 

Bren what he knew bimſelf, it had: gone Nel: 
Dh he has given example for our flight, VVV 
Moſt prcfly by his on. i 1-7 22 Tp 
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Eno, Ay, are youtbereabouts ? Why then goodnight indeed. 
Ean. Toward Pe! 'oponneſus are they __ | 
Scar. Tis eaſy to't. 

And there I will attend what further comes. 

Can, To Caſar will I render 

My Legions and my Horſe, ſix Kings already 
Shew me the way of yielding. 

Eno. I'll yet follow 
The wounded chance of Antony, theoph my Reaſon 
Sits in the Wind againſt me. 

Enter Antony with Attendants, 

Ant. Hark, the Land bids me tread no more upen't, 

It is aſhaw'd to bear me. Friends, come hitlier, 

I am fo hted in the World, that ! 

Have loſt my way, for ever. I have a Sbip 

Laden with Gold, take that, divide it; 5. | 

And make your peace with GET: | | | 
Omnes. Fly! Not we. wb 
Ant. I have fled my ſelf, and have ĩnſtructed gan 

To run, and ſhew their Shoulders. Friends, be gone, 

] have my ſelf reſolvd upon a caurſe, 5 

Which has no need-of you, Be gone, 


My Treaſure's in the Harbour. Take it — THY 


I follow that I bluſh to look upon, 

My very Hairs do mutiny.; for the white 

Reprove. the brown for raſhaeſs, and they them 
For fear, and doating. Friends, be gone, you ſhall 


Have Letters from me to ſome Friends, that will 


Sweep your way for you. Pray you look not ſad, 

Nor make replies of lothneſs; take the hint 

Which my Del pair proclaims. Let them be left 

W hich leave themſelves. To the Sea. ſide , 


I will poſſeſs yeu of that Ship and Treaſure. 


Leaye me, I pray, a little; pray you now = — 
Nay, do * for indeed 1 have loſt command, 


Therefore, I pray you Ill ſee you by and by. [Sirg 40 


Enter Cleopatra, led by Charmian and Eros. 


ros. Nay, gentle Madam, tg him, corpk bd - 
Iras, Do, moſt dear Queen. _ 


Char, Do? why, what elſe? 3 OO 
+7 | C4 | Cleo. 
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Cleo, Let me fir down; Oh Juno! 

Ant. No, no, no, no, no. 

Eros. See you here, Sir: 

Ant. Oh nie, fie, fie. 

Char. Madam. 

Iras. Madam, Oh good Empreſs; 

Eros, Sir, Sir. ; 

Ant, Yes, my Lord, yes; he at Phil; pi kept 
His Sword e'en like 'a' Dancer, while 1 ſtrook 
The lean and wrinkled Caſſius, and *twas I 
That the mad Brutus ended; he alone 
Dealt on Lieutenantry, and no practice had 


In the brave ſquares of War; jet now—no matter 


Cleo. Ah ftand by. 

Eros. The Gee, wo Lord, the Queen 

Iras. Go to him, dam, ſpeak to him, 

He is unqualited with very thame, 

Cleo. Well then, ſuſtain me: Oh! 

Eros, Moſt noble Sir, ariſe, the [Queen es, 
Her Head's declin'd, and Death will ſeize r but 
Your comfort makes the reſcue. | 

Ant. I have offended Reputation; 

A moſt unnoble ſwerving ——— ' 

Eros. Sir, the Queen, 4 

Ant. O whither haſt thou led me, „ Egypt ? foe 
Now I convey my ſhame, out of thine Eyes, 
By looking back, on what I have left behind 
Stroy'd in diſhonour. 

Cleo. Ob, my Lord, my Lord; 
Forgive my fearful Sails; I little thought 
You would have followed. 

Ant. Zgypt, thou knew'ſt too well, 

My Heart was to thy Rudder ty'd by WW Bris, 
And thou ſhould'ſt towe me after. O'er my Spi it 
"be full Supremacy thou knew'ſt, and that 

y beck might from the bidding « of the Gods 
Cbmmand me. : 7 

oCleo. Oh, my pardon; 5 


Ant. Now 1 mult 
To the young Man ſend humble FO Goth 


*4 N 
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And 
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And palter in the fl.ift of lowneſs, who 

With half the bulk o'th' World play'd as I pleas'd, 
Making and marring Fortunes. You did know 
How much you were my Conqueror, and that 
My Sword, made weak by my Affection, would 
Obey it on all cauſe. 

Cleo. Pardon, pardon, 

Ant. Fall not a Tear, I fay, one of them rates 
All that is won and loſt: Give me a Kiſe, 

Even this repays, ep, 
We 1 nt our Schoolmiſter, is he come back? 
Love I am full of Lead; ſome Wine 

Within there, and our Viands : Fortune knows, 


We ſcorn her moſt, when moft ſhe offers Blows, Exe. 


SCENE VII. Cæſar's Camp. 


Enter Cæſar, Agrippa, Dolabella, Thidias, with others. 


Cæſ. Let him appear that's come from Antony. 
Know you him: | ; 
Dol. Ceſar, 'tis his Schoolmaſtsr, _ 
An Argument that he is pluckt, when hither 
He lends ſo poor a Pinnion of his Wing, 
Which had ſuperfluous Kings for Meſſengers, 
Not many Moons gone by. 
Enter Ambaſſador from A itony. 
Cef. Approach and ſpeak. 
Amb. Such as I am, I come from Antoryr 
1 was of late as petty to his ends, | 
As is the Morn-dew on the Myrtle Leaf 
To his grand Sea, 
Cæſ. Be't ſo, declare thine Office. | 
mb, Lord of his Fortunes he ſalutes thee, and 
Requires to live in Ægypt; which not granted 
He leſſens his Requeſt*, and to thee ſues 
To let him breath between the Heav'ns and Earth 
A private Man in Athens: this for him. | 
Nex”, Cleopatra does confeſs thy Greatneſs; 
Submits her to thy Might, and of thee craves, 
The Circle of the Prolomies for her Heirs, 
„„ 85 C5 New 
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Now tazarded to thy Grace. 
Geſ. For Antony, | | 
I'bave no Ears to his, Requeſt. The Queen, 
Of Audience, nor Dcfire ſhall fail, ſo ſhe 
From Egypt drive her all-diſgraced Friend, 
Or tske hif Life there. This, if ſhe perform, 
She ſhall not ſue unheard, So to them both.. 
Amb, Fortune purſve thee. 3 
Cæſ. Bring him thro' the Bands: [Exit Ambaſſadur. 
To try thy Eloquence, now tis time, diſ patch, 
From Astony win Cleopatra. [To Thidias. 
And in our Name, when ſhe requires, add more 
From thine invention, offers. Women are noet 
In their. beſt Fortunes ſtrong; but Want will pe: jure? 
The ne er touch'd Veſtal, Try thy Cunning Thiatas, . 
Make thige.own Edict. for thy pains, which we. 
Will anſover as a Law. © 
Thid., Ceſar, Igo. : 3 5 
Cæſ. Obſerve how Antony becomes his fl r, 
And - het thou thirkeſt-his-very- Action ſpeas 
In every power that moves. FD „ 
Thid..Ceſar, 1 ſhall 8 TE xen. 


SC E N E VIIL Alexandria. 
Enter Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, and Iras,.. 


Olas. What ſhall we do, Enobarbus? 

Eno, Think, and die. | 

Clis. Is Antony, or we, in fault for this? 

Eno. Antony only, that would make his Will. 
Lord of his Reaſon. What though you fled 
Prom-that great Face cf War, whoſe feyeral ranges 
Frighted «each other? Why ſhould he follow?“ 
Tbe:iteh of his Affection ſhould not then 
Have nickt his Captaiu ſhip,. at ſuch a point 
When half to half. the World oppos'd, he being 
The. ineer queſtion. Tis a- ſhauie no leſs 
Than was bis loſs, te courſe your flying Flagt, 
And leave his Navy g.zing. 

Cho. Pritboe Peace. | 

Ext2p: 
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Voſtate his Happineſe, and be Stag'd to th! ſhew , 


Do draw the ward quality after them 
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Enter Antony, 'with the Ambaſſador: | 
Ant. ls this his Anſwer?” 
Amb, Ay, my Lord. | | 
Ant, The Queen ſhall then have courteſie, 
So ſhe will yield us up. f 
Amb. He ſays ſo. 
Ant. Let her know't. 
To the Boy Cæſar ſend this + iel Head, 
And he will fill thy Wiſhes to the brim, 
With Pri:.cipalities.. | 
Cleo. That Head, my'Lord ? | 
Ant. To him apain tell him he wears the Roſe 
Of Youth upon him; from which, the World ſhould note 
Somethiog particular; his Coyn. Ships, Legions, 
May be a Coward's, whoſe Miniſters would prevail 
Under the Service of a Child, as ſoon 
As i'th' Command of Ceſar, I dare him therefore. 
To hy his gay Compariſons apart, 
ang anſwer me declin'd, Sword againſt Sword, 
Oer ſelves alone; I'll write it, follow me, [Exit Antony, 
Eno. Les, | ke enopgh : hye-battel 4 Cafar will. 


Againſt a Sworder, I ſee Mens Judgments are- 
A parcel of their Fortunes, and things outward 


To ſuffer a'Falike, That he ſhould dream, 
Knowing all Mezſures, the full Cæſar will 
Anſwer his Emptineſs; Ceſar thou haſt ſubdu'd 
His judgment too. 

Euter a Strvant, 

Ser. A Meſſenger from Cæſar. 

Cleo. What, no more Ceremony? See my Women; 
Azainft the blown Roſe may they ſtop their Noſe, 
Thet kneel'd unto the Buds. Admit him, Sir, 

Eno. Mine honeſty, and I, begin to ſquare; 
The Loyalty well held to Fools, does make 
Our Faith meer Folly: yet he that can endure 
To follow with Alegiance a fall'n Lord, | 
Do's conquer him that did his Maſtes cor quer, 
And carus 2 place i * 
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60 Antony and Cleopatra. 
Cleo. Cæſar's Will. 5 


Thid. Hear it apart. 5 * * 


Cleo. None but Friends; ſay boldly. 
Thid. So haply are they Friends to Antony. 
Eno. He needs as many, Sir, as Ceſar has; 
Or needs not us. If Cæſar pleaſe, our Maſter 
Will leap to be his Friend: For as you know, 
Whoſe he is, we are, and that is Cæſars. [treats 
Thid, So. Thus then thou moſt renown'd, 2 in- 
Not to conſider in what Caſe thou ſtand'ſt 
Further than he is Cæſar. , 
Cleo. Go on, right Royal, | 5 
Thid,/He knows that you embrace not Antony 
As you did love, but as you fear'd him. 
Cleo. Oh! ws pk [Afde. 
Thid. The Scars upon your Honour, therefore he 
Do's pity, as conſtrained Blemiſhes, | 
Not as deſerved. | 
Cleo. He is a God, and knows what is moſt right. 


Mine Honour was not yielded, but conquer'd meerly. 


Eno. To be ſure of that, I will ask Antony. 
Sir, Sir, thou art ſo leaky 
That we muſt leave thee to thy ſinking, for 
Thy deareſt quit thee, 8 Exit Eno. 
Thid. Shall I ſay to Cæſar, 3 
What you require of bim: for he partly begs 
To be deſir'd to give. It much would pleaſe him, 
That of his Fortunes you would make a Staff 
To lean upon. But it would warm his Spirits, 
To hear from me you had left Antony, lord. 
And put your ſelf under his Shroud the univerſal Land- 
les. What's your Name? | 
Thid. My Name is Thidias. 
Cleo. Moſt kind Meſſenger; 
Say to great Ceſar this in diſputation 5 
1 kifs his conqu'ring Hand, Tell him, I am prompt 
To lay my Crown at's Feet, and there to kngel, 
Fell him, that from his all-obeying Breath 
Þ hear the doom of Zgypr, | ; 
hs, Thid, 
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Thid. 'Tis your nobleſt Courſe: | 
Wiſdom and Fortune combating together, 
If that the former dare but what it can, 
No Chance may ſhake it. Give me Grace to lay 
My Duty on your Hand. m_—_ 
Cleo. Your Cæſar's Father oft, 
When he hath mus'd of taking Kingdoms in, 
Beſtow'd his Lips on that unworthy place, 
As it rain'd Kiſſes. 
Enter Antony and Enobarbus. 


Ant. Favours! by Jove that thunders. 
| [Seeing Thidias kiſs ber Hand, 
What art thou, Fellow ? 5 
Thid. One that but performs 
The bidding of the fulleſt Man, and worthieſt 
To have Command obey'd. | 
Eno. You will be whipp'd. [Devils !? 
Ant. Approach there—ah you Kite! Now Gods and 
Authority melts from me of late. When Icry'd hoa! 
Like Boys unto a Muſs, Kings would ftart forth, 
And cry Your Will. Have you no Ears? 
Iam Antony yet, Take hence this Jack and whip him. 
Enter 4 Servant. 
Eno. "Tis better playing with a Lion's Whelp, 
Than with an old one dying. 
Ant. Moon and Stars! 
Whip him: were twenty of the greateſt Tributaries 
That do acknowledge Cæſar, ſhould I find them 
Soſawcy with the Hand of ſhe here, what's her Name 
Since ſhe was Cleopatra — Whip him, Fellows —— 
Till like a Boy you ſee him cringe his Face, 
And whine 01 for Mercy. Take him hence. 
Thid. Mark Antony 
Ant. Tug him away; being whipt, 
Bring him again, the Jack of Cæſar's ſhall 5 
Bear us an Errand to him. [Exeunt with Thidias, 
You were half blaſted ere I knew you : Ha! . 
Have I my Pillow left unpreſt in Rame, 
Forborn the getting of a lawfu] Race, 
And by a Gem of Women, to be abus'd 2 
| 7 
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By one that looks on Feeders? Is, Ane 


Cleo. Good, my Lord — . | Wh 
Ant. You have been a Boggbr ever, 5 2 1 Har 
But when wye in our Viciouſneſs grew hard, Int 
Oh miſery on't, the wiſe Gods ſea] our Eyes My 
In our own filth, drop our clear Judgments, make us Hi 
Adore our. Errors, laugh at's while we ſtrut | He 
To our Confufflon, 5 As 
Cleo. Oh, is't come to this? F 
Ant. I found you as a Morſel, cold upon ( 
Dead Cz/ar's Trencher: Nay, you were a Fragment. . 
Of Cneius Pompey's, befides what hotter Hours An 
Unregiſtred in vulgar Fame you have 09 _ $54 
Luxuriouſly pickt out. For I am ſure, _ | 43 
Though you can gueſs what Temperance ſhou!d be, W 


You know not what it is. | 
, Clea, Wherefore is this? | 
Ant. To let a-Fellow thit will take Rewards, 


And fay, God quit yc u, be familiar wth , Fr 
My Play: fellow, your Hand; this Kingly Sea, Ar 
And pligh'er of high Hearts! — O that I Were D 
Upon the Hil) of Baſan, to out-roar D 
The horned Herd, for I have Sa vage Cauſe. * 
And to proclaim it civilly, were like | x 
A hzIter'd Neck; which does the Hangman thank B. 
For being yare about him. Is he whip'd? E 
nnter a Servant with Thidias.. _ 7 
Ser. Soundly,. my Lord. 5 83 f 
Ant. Cry'd he? and begg'd a pardon? C 
Ser. He did ask Favour. 1 
Ant. It that thy Father live, let him repent | F 
Thou waſt not made his Daughter; and be thou ſorry- L 
To follow Cefar in his Triumph, fince V 
Thou haſt been whipp'd, for following him. Heacetorth 1 
The white Hand of a Lady Feaver thee, EN 2s , 
Shake. to look on't. Go get thee back to Cæſar, I 
Tell. frm thy Etitertainment : loo thou ſay, 1 
Pe make me angry with him. For he ſeems. 
Proud and diſdainful, harping on what I am | 
Not what he knew I was, He makes me angry, . 4 


wn oa: And 


8 


Qs 
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And at this time moſt eaſie tis to do't: 


When my good Stats, thit were my former guides, 
Have empty let their Orbs. and ſhot their Fires, if 


Into the Abiſm of Hell: If he mil eke 
My Speech, add what is done, tell him he b 
Hiparehus, my. eofreviehed Bd an, whom * 


He inay at ple ſor: whip, or bang or torture, 1 1 


As he ſhall ik, to quir me. Urge e 2 . 
nce with, tripes. bene, le 554 LE. *it Thi 
Oleo. Have vou cone ye 2: 


An. Alck, our rertese Moon is now „rte 
And ib poitenfs alone the alk of Antob LEE 


Co muſt ſtay his ime. i oc £40 

Aut To. flatter Ceſar: — 500 mine 115 ; 
With ore that ties his Points? . 

Cleo. Not know me yet? 5 

Art. Cold hearred toward me? 

Gleo. Ab: Per, if I beo, bi „„ 
From my cola“ Hart let: Heav'n ingender Hail, | 
Ard piii fon it he Souree, and the firſt Stone. $. 
Drop in my Neck as it determiues, fo”! 
Diff love my Life; the next Ceſario mite, 

Tal by degrees the Memory ot my Womb. 
Together with my brave Ægyptians all,” 

By the ciſc.ttering of this pelletted ſtorm, 

Lie Graveleſs, tilf'the Flies and Gnats of — 
Have 93 them tor Frey. . 

Ant. I em fatiefied: - wh pn 
'Cafar ſets down in Alexandria, where 
I.w:li op; ofe: his Bite, Our Force by Land 


Hath nwbly beld, and ſever'd Navy too 
Have knit „Ein, and Floa;, threde ning moſt Sea- ke. 


Where hait thou been, my Heart? doſt thou hear, Lady? 


If from h. Field I ſhall return once more 
To kiſs theſ- Lips, I will appear in Blood, 
I, and ir: y«Sword, w ill earn A4 chwoaicle, 
There's: hope in't yer. 
. Cleo. That's my brave Lord. 

t. I wall. be treble- fine wed, hearted, brea h, 
Ad fight maliciouſl; : for when. mine Hours 
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Were nice and lucky, Men did ranſom Lives 

Of me for Jeſts; but now, l'll ſet my Teeth, 

And ſend to Darkneſs all that ſtop me. Come, 

Let's have one other gaudy Night: Call to me 

All my ſad Captains, fill our Bowls; once more 

Let's mock the Midnight Bell. 

w Cleo, It is my Birth-day, | 

I had thought t'have held it poor. But ſince my Lord 

Is Antony again, I will be Cleopatra. | 0 
Ant, We will yet do well. 
Cleo. Call all his noble Captains to my Lord. 
Ant. Do ſo, we'll ſpeak to them, and to Night 1˙Il force 

The Wine peep through their Scars. Come on my Queen, 

There's ſap in't yet. The next time 1 do fight 

I'll make Death love me: for I will contend 


Even with his Peſtilent Scythe, [Exeunt, 


Eno. Now he'll! outſtare the Lightning; to be furious 
Is to be frighted out of Fear, and in that Mood 
The Dove will peck the Eſtridge; and 1 ſee till 
A diminution in our Captain's Brain „„ 
Reſtores his Heart; When Valour preys on Reaſon, 
It eats the Swords it fights with: I will ſeek. 


Some way to leave him. Exit. 


Px 


ac T W. SCENE. I. 
SCE NE Celar's Canis. by 


Enter Cæſar, Agrippa, and Mecænas with his Army. 
„ , Rs Zo. nd 51537 


| 9. U E calls me Boy, and chides as he had Power 
To beat me out of Zgypr. My Meſſenger 
He hath whipt with Rods, dares me to Perſonal Com- 
Ceſar to Antony. Let the old Ruffian know (bat, 
1 have many other ways to die: mean time 
Laugh at this Challenge. | Evi 
Mec. Cæſar muſt think, | 
When 


it, 
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When one ſo great begins to rage, he's hunted 
Even to falling. Give him no Breath, but now 
Make boot of his Diſtraction: Never Anger 
Made good Guard for it felf. K 6 

Cæſ. Let our bet Heads Know, 
That to Morrow the laſt of Battels | 
We mean to fight. Within our Files there are, 
Ot thoſe that ſery*d Mark Antony but late, 
Enough to fetch him in. See it done, 
And feaſt the Army, we have ſtore to do“ 0 
And they have earn'd the waſte, Poor Antony ! [Exeunt; 


SCENE II. Alexandria. 


Enter Antony; and Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, | 


Tras, Alexas, with others. 

Ant. He will not fight with me, Domitiut. 

Eno. No. 

Ant. Why ſhould he not: 

Eno, He thinks, being twenty t times of better Fortune, 
He is twenty Men to one. 

Ant. To Morrow, Soldier, 
By Sea and Land I'll fight: or I will live, 
Or bathe my dying Honour in the Blood, 
Shall make it live again, Woo't thou fight well? 

Eno. I'll ftrike, and cry, take all. 

Ant, Well ſaid, come on: 
Call forth my Houſhold Servants, let's to Night 

Enter Servants, | 

Be bounteous at our Meal. Give me thy Hand, 
Thou haſt been rightly honeſt, ſo haſt thou, 
And thou, and thou, and thou: you have ſerv'd me well, 
And Kings have been your Fellows. 

Cleo. What means this? 

Eno. Tis one of thoſe odd Tricks which Sorrow ſhoots 


Out of the Mind. 


Ant, And thou art honeſt too: 
I wiſh I could be made ſo many Men, 
And all of you clapt uptogether, in 
An Antony, that 1 might do you Service, 
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So good as: you have done. 133 0 < 
Omnes. The Gods forbid! _ 
Ant. Well, my good Fellows, wait on we: to Night; 
Scant not my Cups, and make as much of me 
As when mine Empire was your: Fellow * ; 
And ſuffered my command. o 
Cleo. What does he mean? 
Exo. To make his Followers weepz. 
Ant, Tend me to Night: 
May be-it is the period of your Duty. 
Haply you ſhall not fee me more, or if, 
A mangled Shadow. Perchance to Morrow. 
You'll ſerve another Maſter. I look on you, 
As one that takes his leave. Mine honeſt Friends, 
I turn you not away, but like a: Maſter 
Married to your good Service, ſtay till Death: 
Tend me to Night two Hours, I ask no mowe, 
And the Gods yield you for't. 
Eno. What mean you, Sir, | 
To give them this diſcomfort? Look, you weep. 
And I, an Aſs, am Onion-cy'd; for ſhame, | 
Transform us not to Women, 
Ant. Ho, ho, bo- 1 
Now the witch take me, if 15 meant: Iekos, 
Grace gro - where. thoſe drops fall; my hearty Friends; 
You taxe me in too dolorous a ſenſe; 
For .1 ſpake to you for your Com furt did defire you 
To burn this Night with Torches: know my Hearts, 
I hope well of to-Morrow, and will lead you, 
Where rather I'll expect victorious Life, | 
Than Death, and Honour. Let's to Supper, come, 
And. drown Conſideration. [Exeral, 
Enter a. Company of Soldiers. 
1 Sold. Brother, good Night: To Morrow is the Day, 
2 Sold, It will determine one way: Fare you well. 
Heard you of notbing ſtrange about the Streets ? 
I: Sold, Nothing. what News? 
2 Sold. Belike tis but a Rumour, good Night vou. 
1. 80%4. Well; Sir, n ight. 
s n meet wich other Soldiers 
| 2 * 
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2 Sold. Soldiers, have careful Watch. 
1 Sold. And you, Good Night, good Night. 
[They plats themſelves is every corner of the Stage: 
2 Sold. Here we; and if to Morrow W 
Our Navy thrive, I have an abſolute hope , 
Our Landmen will ſtand up, 
1 Sold. 'Tis a brave Army, and full of borpole 15 | 
I [Muſitko "the Hairboys = Roger the Stage, 
2 Sold. Peace, what Noife? 
1 Sold. Lift, lift f : | 
2 Sold. Hark! 
1 Sold. Muſick ith Air. 
3 Sold. Under the Earth, 
It fings well, do's it not! 10 
2 Sold. No. 
1 Sold. Peace I fay: e Koala: this mean? 
2 Sold. Tis the god Hercules, who loved Antony, 
Now leaves him, 
1 Sold, Walk, let's fee if other wr chats 
Do hear what we do! ee 4 g 
2 Sold. Bow now, Mzftcrs? EO WO 
Omnes. How now'? how 5507 a0 you: bear this? 
1* Sol, Is't not ſtrapge * 
3 Sold. Do you hear, M Do you ber? 
1 Sold. Follow tbe noi 10 far as we have OF 
Let's ſee how it. will Rive 9 e e ren 
Omnes. Content: *tis fie 8 Cera 
Ant: Erol, mine Armour, Pres. 
Cleo, Sleep a | little. : 
Ant, No, Wy, Chuck : gp; come; mine + Armour Br 
Dee 
gene 1274 Fellow; put thy Iron 0 on: | 
Fortune ONE  oars to Day, it is | 
= Wer brave ber. Come. 
Cleo. Nay, VII help too, Antony, | 
What's this for 7 Ah, ler: be, let be, thon art 
The Armourer of my Heart; Falſe, falſe; This this, 
Sooth-law mu Wer Thus i muſt· he. N 04 
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68 Antony and Cleopatra. 
Ant. Well, well, we ſhall thrive now. 
Seeſt thou, my good Fellow. Go put on thy, Res 
Eno. Briefly, Sir. 
Cleo. Is "a "this buckled well! 2 
Ant. Rarely, rarely: 1 | | 
He that unbuckles this, till we do lese 
To dof it for our Repoſe, ſhall hear a Storm. 
Thou fumbleſt, Eros, and my Queen's a faire“ 
More tight at this; Diſpatch. O Love, 
That thou couldſt ſee my Wars to Day, and knew i 
The Royal Occupation, thou ſhouldft ſee 15 
A Workman in't. EE 
Enter an armed Soldier. E 
Good Morrow to thee, welcome, Fc 7 
Thou look'ſt like him that knows a warlike Charge: 
To Buſineſs that we love, we riſe berime, 
And go to't with delight, b | 
Sold. A thouſand, Sir, | 
Early though't be, have on their Rivitted trim, 2 
And at the Port expect you. {Shout. Trumpets Peurifh 
% 1. Captgins 24 Soldiers. 
Cap. The Morn is fair; good Morrow General. 
All. Good Morrow, e wad 0 ' | 
Ant. Tis well blown, La | 


„ 
a | 7 . 
2135 — 


This Morning like the Spirit 95 a Tou 8 A 6 * 


That means to be of Note, begins betime -. 
So, ſo; Come give me that, what e'er becomes of me 
Fare thee well, Dame, what eber becomes of me, 
This is a Soldier's kiſs : rebukeable, TER: LEA 
And worthy ſhameful Check it were, to ſtand . 
On more Mechanick Coz pliment, Tl] leave thee, 
Now, like a Man of 57 - You that, wil fight, 
Follow me cloſe, Ill bring you to't: Adieu. ¶ Exeunt. 
Char. Pleaſe you to retire to your ch aber? 
Cleo. Lead me: 
He goes forth gallantly: that he and Ceſar oY 
Determine this great War in ſingle Fight; 
Then Antony butnow —— Well on. as 
Trumpets ſound. Enter Antony and Eros. 
Eros. The Gods make this a happy Day to Antony. 


ANT, 


8. 


— 
— 
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Ant. Would thou, and thoſe thy Scars bad once pre- 
To make me fight at Land. [ya d 
Eros, H adſt thou done ſo, 


The Kings that have revolted, and the Soldier 
| That has this Morning left thee, would have 1 


Followed thy Heels. 


Ant. Who's gone this Morning? 
Eros. Who? one ever near thee. Call for FEE 
He ſhill not hear thee, or from Ce/ar's. Camp 


Say, I am none of thine. 


Ant. What ſay'ſt thou? 
Sold. Sir, he is with Ceſar. 
Eros. Sir, his Cheſts and Treaſure * 54 not with him. 
Ant. Is he gone? 
Sold. Moſt certain. 
Ant. Go, Eros, ſend bis 8 after, do it, 
Detain no jot, 1 charge thee: write to him, 
I will ſubſcribe, gentle Adieus, and, Greetings: 
Jay, that I wiſh he never find more Cauſe 
To change a, Mafter, Oh my Fortunes have 
Corrupted honeſt Men. Diſpatch, Eros. Len. 


SCE N E. III. Cafar's Camp. 


Enter Cæſar, Agrippa, with Enobarbus, and. Dolabella, 


Cæſ. Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the Fight: 
Our Will is Antony be took _ 
Make it ſo known. | 

Agr. Ceſar, | ſhall. 
Caſ. The time of univerſal Peace is near; 
Prove this a proſp'rous Day, the three-nook'd Warld | 
Shall bear the Olive freely. 

Enter a. Meſſenger... 

Weſ: Antony is come into the Field. 

Cæſ. Go charge Agrippa, 5 
Plant thoſe that have revolted in the Van, 
That Antony may Them: to Jpend his Fury 
Upon himſelf. [ Exeunt. 

Eno, Alexas doth eit. and went to Jewry on 


Affairs of Antony; there did perſuade 
Great 


= 
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Great "Herod" to incline himſelf 1 to Ceſar, | 
And leave his Maſter Antony. For this pains 
Ceſar hath hang'd him: Canidius and the reſt 
That fell away, have entertainment, but 
No honourable Truſt: I have done ill; 

Of which 1 do accuſe my Elf ſo ſorely, 
Thae Iwill joy no more. : Fi q 
Enter e, er Chr ile 
Sold. Enobarbus, Antony © © © 
Hath after thee ſent all thy Treaſure, with 
His Bounty over-plus. The Meſſenger 7 


Came on my Guard, and at thy Tent i wROW 115 a 

Unloading of his Mules. '- . 
Ens. I give it you. ; 40D 

Sold. Mock not, Enobarbus. 59 85 7 


J tell you true: Beſt you fee ſafe the — 2 
Out of the Hoaſt: 1 — attend mine Office, 
Or would have don't my ſelf. Your Emperor 
Continues ftill a Fove, © 

Eno. I'am alone the Villain of the Earth, 
And feel I am:ſo moſt. Oh Antony, 
Thou Mine of Bounty, how wouldlt thou have _ 
My better Service, when my Turpitude' 
Thou doſt ſo. crown with Gold. This bows my Heart; 
In ſwift Thought break it not, a ſwifted mean 
Shall out-firike Thought; but Thought will do't, 1 feel, 
I fight againſt thee! —— No, I will go ſeek 
Some Ditch, whare 1 5 die; the fouPit beſt fits 
My latter part of Life. 3 Exit. 


s E NE Iv. Boe he wall "of Mexindria 


Alarum. Druitis and Trumpets, | Enter Agrippa. 
Agr. Retire, we have engig'd our ſelves too far: 
Caſar himſelf has Work, and dur Oppreſſion 
- Exceeds what we expected. 
Alarum. Enter Antony, and Scarus wounded. 
Scar; O my brave Emperor, this is fought indeed, 
Had we done ſo at firſt, we had droven them home | 
With Clouts abouts about their Head. 


Ant. 


Antony and Cleopatra. WW. 


Ant. Thou bleed'ſt apace. 
Scar. I had a Wound here that 1 was ne a 'T 5 
But now tis made an H 
Ant. Fhey do retire. 
Scar, We'll beat *em into Bench-hole, I have yet 
Room for fix ſcotches more. 
Enter Eros. 
Eros. They are beaten, Sir, and our Advantage ferve 
For a fair Victory. 
Scar. Let us ſcore their Backs, 
And ſnatch em up, as we take Hares behind, 
'Tis ſport to maul a Runner. 
Ant, 1 will reward thee 
Once for thy fprightly Comfort, and ten-fold 
For thy good Valour. Come wy on. 5 
Scar. Fl halt after. 5 [ Exeunt; 
Aurum. Enter Antony again in 4 March, Scarus. with 
33 
Ant. We have beat him to his Camp; run one before; 
And let the Queen know of our Gueſts ; to morrow | 
Before the Sun}ſhall ſee s, we'll ſpill the Blood 
That has to day eſcap'd, I thank you al}, 
For doughty handed are you, and have fought 
Not as you ſery'd the Cauſe, but as'c had been 
Eich Man's like mine; you have ſhewn all He&ors. 
Enter the City, clip your Wives, your Friends, | . 
Tell them your Feats, whilſt they with joyful Tears 
Waſh the conggalment from your, Wounds, and kiſs. 
The honour'd gaſhes whole, Give me thy Hand. [To Scarus. 
Enter Cleopatra. 228 
To this great Faiery I'll commend thy acts, 
Make her Thanks bleſs thee. O thou dey o'th* World, 
Chain mine arm'd Neck, leap, thou, Attire and all, 
Through proof of Harneſs to my Heart, and there 
Ride on the Pants triumphing. | 
Cleo. Lord of Lords, | 
Oh infinite Virtue, com ſt thou ſmiling from 
Tbe World's great Snare uncaught ? 
Aut. My Nightingale, | 
Ve bave beat them to their Beds. What, Girl, though gray 
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Do ſomething mingle with our younger brown, yet 
A Brain that nouriſhes.our Nevves; and can {[ha'we 
Get gole for gole of Youth, Beheld this Man, 
Commend unto his Lips thy ſavouring Hand, 
Kiſs it my Warrior: ble hath} fought —_— 
As if a God in hate of Mankind hae 
Deſtroyed in ſuch a Shape. 

Chez: -PIÞ give thee; Friend, 'K 
An Armour all of Gold; it was a a King's s, | 

Ant. He has deſerv'd it, were it Carbunkled 
Like holy Phabus Car. Give me thy Hand, 
Through Alexandria make a jolly March, 
Bear oùr hackt Targets, like the Men that owe them: 
Had our great Palace the capacitx 
To camp this Hoaſt, we all would. ſup rogerher; 
And drink Carowſes to the next Day's Fate 
Which promiſes: Royal Beril.;- Trumpeters 
With brazen din blaſt you the Cities ear, 
Make mingle with our rattling: Tabourines, © [gether, 
That Neav'n and; Earth may ſtrike their ſounds to- 


Applauding our Approach. | 8 — 
4 
SCENE v. cæfars Camp. 


Enter 4 Gontary, and his Company, Enobarbus follows 
TCent. If we be not reliev'd within this Hour, 
We maſt return to th? Court of Guard; the Night 
In ſhiny, and they ſay, we mall embattel 
By th' ocond Hour i'th' Morn. 
1 Watch, This laſt Day was a ſhrewd one to's, 
Eno. Oh bear me-witneſs, Night. 
2 Watch, What Man is this? 
1 Watch. Stand cloſe, and* lift him. | 
Eno. Be witneſs to me, O thou bleſſed Moon, 75 
When Men revolted ſhall upon Record 
Bear hateful Memory; poor Enobarbus did 
Before thy Face repent. 
Cent. Enobarbus? : 
3 Watch, Peace; hark further. 


Ens. 


pet 
we 


vo 
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Eno. Oh Sovereign Miſtreſs of true Melancholy, 
The poiſonous Damp of Nighr diſpunge upon me, 
That Life, a very Rebel to my Will, 
May hang no longer on me. Throw my Heart 
3 the flint and hardnefs of my Fault, 
Which being dried with Grief, will break to Powder, 
And finiſh all foul Thoughts. Oh Antony, | 
Nobler than my Revolt is infamous, 
Forgive me.in thine own Particular, 
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But ler the World rank me in Regiſter 4 : 
A Maſter-leaver, and a Fugitive: 4 
Oh Antony! Oh Antony ! C Dies, Wu 


Hatch. Let's ſpeak to him. 
Cent. Let's hear him, for the things he ſpeaks. 
May concern Cæſar. . 5 
2 Hatch. Let's do fo, but he ſleeps. 
Cent. Swoons rather, for ſo bad a Prayer as his 
Was never yet for {leep. | 
1 Watch. Go we to him. 
2 Watch. Awake, Sir, awake, ſpeak to us. 
i Watch. Hear you, Sir? | 
Cent. The Hand of Death hath caught him. 
[Drums afar off. 
Hark how the Drums demurely wake the Sleepers: 
Let us bear him to th' Court of Guard; he is of note, 
Our Hour is fully out. 1 8 
2 Vatcb. Come on then, he may recover yet. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. Between the two Camps. 
Enter Antony, and Scarus, with their Army. 


Ant. Their Preparation is to-day by Sea, 
We pleaſe them not by Land. 
Scar. For both, my Lore. 2 
Ant. I would they'd fight i'th Fire, or in the Air, 
We'd fight there too. But this it is, our Foot 
Upon the Hills ad joining to the City 
Shall ſtay with us. Order for Sea is given, 
They have put forth the Haven, further on, 
Where their Appointment we may belt diſcover, 
And look on their Endeayour. [ Exeunt, 
| D Exter 


\ 


Euter Cæſar, and his Army. a 
Ceſ But being charg'd, we will be {fill by Land, 
Which as I take't we ſhall ; for his beſt force 
Js forth to man his Gallies. To the Vales, | 
And hold our beſt Advantage. | I [Exeunt. 
8 [l KAlarum afar off, as at a Sea: fight. 
Enter Antony and Scarus. 
Ant. Vet they are not join'd;: gn ñ 
Where yond Pine ſands, I ſhall diſcover all. 
I'll bring thee word ſtraight, how tis like 
— 77-7 
In Cleopatra's Sails their Neſts. The Auguries 
Say, they know not they cannot tell look grimly, 
And dare not ſpeak their Knowledge. Antony 
Is valiant, and dejected, and by ſtarts, 
His fretted Fortunes give him Hope and Fear 


Of what he has, and has not. e 


Enter Antony. ONT f AAAS 2 


Ast. Allisloſt! | | | 

This foul Zgyprian hath betray'd me! 

My Fleet hath yielded to the Foe, and yonder, 
They caſt their Caps up, and carouſe together 
Like Friends long loſt, Triple-turn'd Whore! tis thou 
Haſt fold me to this Novice, and my Heart 
Mikes only Wars on thee. Bid them all fly: -_ - 
For when I am reveng'd upon my Charm, 

I have done all. Bid them all ffy, be gone. 

Oh Sun, thy upriſe I ſhall ſee no more: 

Fortune and Antony part here, even here 


e ene Notre, 


- That-pannel'd me & Heels, to whom I gave 
Their Wiſhes, do diſ-candy, melt their Sweets 
On bloſſoming Ceſar: And this Pine is bark dd, 
That over-topt them all. Betray'd I am. 1 Had? 
Oh this falſe Soul of Zgypr ! this grave Charm. 
W hoſe Eye beck g forth my Wars, and call'drhem home 
Whoſe Boſom was my Crownet, my chief End, + 
Ws Lake 
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Like a right Gipſie, hath at faſt and looſe. 

Beguil'd me, to the very Heart of loſs. 

What Eros, Eros! 

Enter Cleopatra. 

Ah, thou Spell! Avant! | 
Cleo. Why is my Lord enrag'd againſt his Love? 
Ant. Vaniſh, or I ſhall give thee thy deſerving, 

And blemiſh Cæſar's Triumph. Let him take thee, 

And hoiſt thee up to th' ſhouting Plebeians; | 

Follow his Charior, like the greateſt Spor 

Of all thy Sex. Moſt Monſter like be ſhewn 

For poor'ſt Diminutives, for Dolts; and let 

Patient Octavia plough thy Viſage up 

With her prepared Nails. Tis well thou'rt gone, 

7 5 | | [Exit Cleopꝛtra 

If it be well to live. But better *rwere | 

Thou fel'it into my Fury, for one Death 

Might have prevented many. Eros, hoa! 

The Shirt of Neſſus is upon me; teach me, 

Alcides, thou mine Anceſtor, thy Rage: 

Let me lodge Licas on the Horns o'th' Moon, 

And with thoſe Hands that glaſpt the heavieſt Club, 

Subdue my worthieſt ſelf. The Witch ſhall die; 

To the young Roman Boy ſhe hath fold me, and fall 
Under his Plot: She dies for'r. Eros, hoa! Exit. 
Enter Cleopatra, Chairman, Iras, and Mardian. 

Cleo. Help me, my Women! Oh he is more mad 

Than Telamon' for his Shield, the Boar of Theſſaly 

Was never ſo imboſt. 3 | 
Char. To th' Monument, there loc k your ſelf, 

And ſend him Word you're dead. 

The Soul and Body rive not more in parting, 

Than Greatneſs going off. | 
Cleo. To th' Monument; | 

Mardian, go tell him I have ſlain my ſelf, 

Say, that the laſt I ſpoke was Antony, 3 

And word it, prithee, pitiouſly. Hence, Mard an, 

And bring me how he takes my Death to th Monament. 

3 „ TE | [ Exzunt, 


. Rs SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. Cleopatra's Palace. | 


Enter Antony and Eros. 


Ant. Eros, thou yet behold'ſt me? 
Eros. Ay, noble Lord. 
Ant. Sometime we ſee a Cloud that's Diogoaith; 
A Vapour ſometime, like a Bear, or Lion, 
A tower'd Cittadel, a pendant Rock, 
A forked Mountain, or blue Promontory 
With Trees upon'r, that nod unto the World, 
And mock our Eyes with Air. Thou haſt ſeen theſe Signs, 
They are black Veſper's Pageants. 
Eros. Ay, my Lord. 
Ant. That-which is now a Horſe, even with a Thought 
The Rack diſlimns, and makes it indiftin& 
As Water is in Water. 
Eros. It does, my Lord. 
Ant. My good Knave, Eros, now thy Captain is 
Even ſuch a Body; here I am Antony, 
Yet cannot hold this viſible Shape, my Knave, 
I made theſe Wars for Egypt, and the Queen, 
Whoſe Heart I thought I had, for ſhe had mine; 
Which whilſt it was mine, had annext unto'r 
A million more, now loſt ; ſhe, Eros, has | 
Packt Cards with Ceſar, and falſe plaid my Glory 
Unto an Enemy's Triumph. 
Nay, weep not, gentle Eros, there is lefr us 
Our ſelves to end our ſelves. Oh the vile Lady! 
Enter Murdian. 
She has robb'd me of my Sword, 
Mar. No, Antony, 
My Miſtreſs Jov'd thee, and her Fortunes mingled 
With thine intirely. 
Ant. Hence, ſaucy Eunuch, Peace, ſhe hath betray'd 
And ſhe ſhall die the Death. (me, 
Mar. Death of one Perſon can be paid bur once, 
And that ſhe has diſcharg'd, What thou would'ſt do, 
Is done unto thy Hand ; the laſt ſhe ſpake 
Was Antony! moſt noble Antony ! | 
The n in the midſt atearing Groan did break 
The Name of Antony; Ic was divided 


Between 


1 


] have liv'd in ſuch difhonour, that the God 
Deteſt my Baſeneſs. I, that with my Sword 
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Between her Heart and Lips; ſhe rendred Life 
Thy Name fo buried in her. 

Ant, Dead then ? 

Mar. Dead. 3 

Ant. Unarm me, Eros, the long Day's task is done, 
And we muſt ſleep; that thou deparr'ſt hence ſafe | 
Does pay thy Labour richly ; go. Oh, pluck off 

| [Exit Mardian. 

The ſeven- fold Shield of Ajax cannot keep | 
The battery from my Heart. Oh cleave my ſides. 
Heart, once be ſtronger than thy Continent, [Unarming 
Crack thy frail Caſe. Apace, Eros, apace, himſel#. 
No more a Soldier bruiſed pieces go, | 
You have been nobly born; from me a while. Exit Eros 


I will o'er-take thee, Cleopatra, and 


Weep: for my pardon. So it muſt be, for now 
All length is Torture; ſince the Torch is our, 
Lie down and ſtay no further. Now all labour 
Marrs what it does, yea, very force entangles 
Itſelf with ſtrength; ſeal then and all is done. 
Eros !/——I come, my Queen Eros! Stay for me, 
Where Souls do couch on Flowers, we'll Hand in Hand, 
And with our ſprightly Port make the Ghoſts gaze; 
Dido and her Zzeas ſhall want Troops, 
And all the haunt be ours. Come, Eros, Eros“ 
Enter Eros. 
Eros. What would my Lord? 
Ant. Since Cleopatra died, | 


pr the World, and o'er green Neptune's Back 
Vith Ships, made Cities, condemn myſelf, to lack 
The Courage of a Woman; leſs noble- minded 
Than ſhe which, by her Death, our Ceſar tells, 

I am Conqueror of myſelf. Thou art (worn, Eros, 
That when the exigent ſhould come, which now 
Is come indeed, when 1 ſhould ſee behind me 

Th' inevitable Proſecution of Diſgrace 

And Horrour, that on my command, thou then 
Wouldſt kill me. Do'r, the time is come: 

Thou ſtrik'ſt not me, till Cæſar thou defear'ſt, 


Put colour in my Cheek. Res 
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Eros, The Gods with-hold me, - 
Shall I do that which all the Parthian Darts, 
Though Enemy, loft aim, and could not? 

Ant. Eros, | 
Wouldſt thou be window'd in great Rome, and fee 
Thy Maſter thus with pleacht Arms, bending down 
His corrigible Neck, his Face ſubdu'd h 
To penetrative Shame: whilſt the wheel'd ſeat 
Of fortunate Ceſar drawn before . branded 
His baſeneſs that enſued ? 


Eros. I would not ſee't. | 
Ant. Come then; for with a Wound I muſt be cur'd, 


Draw that thy honeſt Sword which thou haſt worn 


Moſt uſeful for thy Country. 
Eros. Oh, Sir, pardon me. 
Ant. When I did make thee free, ſwor'ſt "I not thea 
To do this when 1 bad thee? Do it at once, 
Or thy precedent Services are all 
But accidents unpurpos d. Draw, and come. 
Eros. Turn from me then that noble Countenance, 
Wherein the Worſhip of the whole World lies. | 
Am. Lo thee. | te from * 
Eros. My Sword is en E / 
Ant. Then let it do at once | 
The thing why thou haſt drawn it. 
Eros. My dear Maſter, 
My Caprain, and my Emperor. Let me e tay; 
Before I ftrike this bloody ſtroke, farewel. 
Ant. Tis faid, Man, and farewel. 
Eros. Farewel, great Chief. Shall I ſtrike now? 


Ant. Now, Eros. 
Eros. Why there then [Eros kill, himſelf 


Thus I do eſcape the Sori ow of Anteny's Death. 
Ant. Thiice nobler than myſelf, 

Thou teacheſt me, oh valiant Eros, what | 
I ſhould, and thou could'ſt not; my Queen 4 Eros 
Have by their brave Inſtruction got upon mne 

A nobleneſs in Record. But I will be 

A Bridegroom in my Death, and run into't 

As to a Lover's Bed. Come then, and Eros 
Thy Maſter dies thy Scholar ;to do thus Falling on n | 
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I learnt of thee. How, not dead? not dead? — 
The Guard - how! — oh diſpatch me. 
Enter Decretas and Guard. 

1 Guard. What's the noiſe? 

Ant. 1 have done my Work ill, Friends: 
O make an end of what I have begun. 

2 Guard. The Star is faln. 

1 Guard, And time is at his Period. 

All. Alas, and woe! 

Ant. Let him that loves me, ſtrike me dead: 

Guard. Not I. 
2 Guard. Not I. 

3 Guard. Nor any one. Exeunt. 

Dec. Thy Death and Fortunes bid thy Followers fl 7 
This Sword but ſhewn to Ceſar with this tidings, 
Shall enter me with him. 

Enter Diomedes. 

Dio. Where's Antony ? 

Dec. There, Diomed, there. 

Dio. Lives he? wilt thou not anſwer, Man? 

Ant. Art thou there, Diomed? Draw thy Sword; and 

ive mee 

Sufficing Strokes for Death. 

Dio. Moſt abſolute Lord, 
My Miſtreſs Cleopatra ſent me to thee. 

Ant. When did ſhe ſend thee? 

Dio. Now, my Lord. 

Ant. Where is ſhe? 

Dio. Lockt in her Monument. She had a propheſying week 
Of what hath come to paſs; for when ſhe ſaw, 
Which never ſhall be found, you did ſuſpect 
She had diſpos'd with Cæſar, and that your Rage + 
Would not 15 purg'd, ſhe ſent you word ſhe was dead: 
Bur fearing fince how it might work, hath ſent 
Me to proclaim the Truth, and Iam come, 
I dread, roo late. 

Ant. Too late, good Diomed; call my Guard, Iprithee. | 

Dio. What hoa! the Emperor's Guard. 
The Guard, what hoa! Come, your Lerd calls, 

Enter the Guard. 

Ant. ſows me, good Friends, where Cleopatra bides, 

Tis the laſt Service that I ſhall command you, 
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Guard. Woe! woe are we, Sir! you may not live to 
All your true Followers our. (wear 

All. Moſt heavy day! 

Ant. Nay, good my Fellows, do not pleaſe ſharp Fate 
To grace it with your Sorrows.. Bid that welcome 
Which comes to puniſh us, and we puniſh it cp 
Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up, 

1 have led you oft, carry me now, good Friends, 
And have my thanks for all, ¶ Exeunt bearing Antony. 


— 


„ 
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r V. SCENE L 
NE Magnificent Monument. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, and Iras, above. 


Sleo. H Charmian, I will never go from hence. 
1 Char. Be comforted, dear Madam. 
Cleo. No, I weill not: | : 

All ſtrange and terrible Events are welcome, 

But Comforts we deſpiſe; our fize ef Sorrow 
Proportion'd to our cauſe, muſt be as great 
As that which makes it. | 

LT Enter Diomedes. 

How now? Is he dead? 

Dio. His Death's upon him, but not dead. 

Look out o'th' other fide your Monument, 

His Guard have brought him hither. | 

| Enter Antony, born by the Guard. 

Cleo. O Sun, 55 6 
Burn the great Sphere thou mov'ſt in, darkling ſtand 
The varying Shore o th World. O Antony Antony! Antony 
Help Charmian, help Iras, help; help, Friends, * 
Below, let's draw him hither. 5 | 

Ant. Peace. 5 
Not Cæſar's Valour hat h o er- throvin Antony, 
But Antony hath triumph'd on himſelf, _ _ 

Cleo. So it ſhould be, that none but Antony 
Should conquer Antony, but woe tis ſo. 
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Ant. I am dying, Zgypr, dying; only 
I here importune Death a while, until 
Of many thouſand Kiſſes the poor laſt 
I lay upon thy Lips. 

Cleo. I dare not, Dear, 

Dear my Lord, pardon: I dare nor, 

Leſt I be taken: not th' imperious ſhew 

Of the full-fortun'd Cæſar, ever ſhall 

Be brooch'd with me; if Knife, Drugs, Serpents have 
Edge, Sting, or Operation, 1 am ſafe: 

Your Wife Octavia, with her modeſt Eyes, 

And till concluſion, ſhall acquire no honour, 
Demuring upon me. Bur, come, come, Antony, 
Help me, my Women, we muſt draw thee up—— 
Aſſiſt, good Friends. 

Ant. Oh quick, or I am gone. 

Cleo. Here's ſport indeed; how heavy weighs my 
Our Strength is all gone into heavineſs, [Lord ! 
That makes the weight. Had I great unos Power, 
The ſtrong-wing'd Mercury ſhould fetch thee up, 

And ſet thee by Fove's ſide. Vet come a little, 

Wiſhers were ever Fools. Oh come, come, come 
| [ey draw Antony up to Cleopatra. 

And welcome, welcome. Die when thou haſt livid, - 

Quicken with kiſſing; had my Lips that power, 

Thus would I wear thera out. 

All. Oh heavy ſight! 

Ant. 1 am dying, Ægypt, dying. 

Give me ſome Wine, and let me ſpeak a little. 

Cleo. No, let me ſpeak, and let me rail fo high, 

That the falſe Huſwife, Fortune, break her Wheel, 

Provok'd by my Offence. N 

Ant. One word, ſweet Queen. f 
Of Cefar ſeek your Honour, with your Safety Oh 

Cleo. They do not go together. 

Ant. Gentle; hear me, 

None about Cæſar truſt, but Proculeius. 
Cleo. My Reſolution, and my Hands, Pll:truft,. 
None about Cafar, 

A. . The miſerable change now at my End, 

Ian ent nor ſorrow at: But pleaſe your Thoughts 


D s | In 
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In feeding them with thoſe my former Fortunes, 
Wherein I liv'd. The greateſt Prince o'th' World, 
The nobleſt once ; and now not baſely die, 
Nor cowardly,” put off my Helmet to 
My Country man. A Roman, by a Roman 
Valiantly vanquiſt'd, Now my Spirit is going 
I can no more | [Antony dies. 
Cleo Nobleſt of Men — woo't die? 
Haſt thou no care of me? ſhall I abide 
In this dull World, which in thy Abſence is 
No better than a Stye? O ſec, my Women! 
The Crown o'th'Earth doth melt——My Lord 
Oh wither'd is the Garland of the War, 
The Soldiers Pole is fall'n: Young Boys and Girls 
Arc level now with Men; the odds is gone, 
And there is nothing left remarkable, | 
Beneath the viſiting Moon, [She ſaints. 
Char. Oh quietneſs, Lady. 
Iras. She's dead too, our Severeign. 
Char. Lady. T 
Iras. Madam. | 
Char. Oh Madam, Madam, Madam 
Tras. Royal Egypt! Empreſs! 
Char. Peace, peace, Iras. 0 
Cleo. No more but a meer Woman, and commanded 
By ſuch poor Paſſion, as the Maid that milks, 
And does the meaneſt Chares. It were for me 
To throw my Scepter at th'injurious Gods, 
To tell them that this World did equal theirs, | 
Till they had ſtobn our Jewel. All's but nought; 
Patience is fottuſh, and Impatience does 
Become a Dog that's mad: Then is it Sin, 
To ruſh into the e et Houſe of Death, 
Ere Death dare come to us? How do ye, Women? 
What, what good cheer? why how now, Charmian? 
My noble Girls?——Ah, Women, Women! Look, + 
Our Lamp is ſpent, it's out Good Sirs, take Heart, 
We'll bury him: And then what's brave, what's noble, 
Let's do't after the high Roman Faſhion, Ry 
And make Neath proud to take us. Come, away, 
This caſc of that huge Spirit now is cold. 
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Ah, Women, Women! Come, we have no Friend, 


But Reſolution, and the briefeſt End. 
¶ Exeunt, bearing off Antony's 5 2 


; S C E NE VII. Czfar's Camp. 


Enter Cæſar, Agrippa, Dolabella, and Menas. 

Ceſ. Go to him, Dolabella, bid him yield, 
Being ſo fruftrate, tell him, 
He mocks the pauſes that he makes. 

Dol. Ceſar, I: ſhall. 

Enter Degretas with the Sword- of. Antony. 

Cæſ. Wherefore is that? and what art thou that dar 't 
Appear thus to us? 

Dec. Lam called Decretas. 
Mark Antony I ſery'd, who beſt was worthy 
Beſt to be 2 rv'd; whilſt he ſtood up, and ſpoke, 
He was my Maſter, and I wore my Life 
To ſpend upon his Haters. If thou pleaſe 
To take me to thee; as I was to him, 
Il be ro Cæſar: If thou pleaſeſt not, 
I yield thee up my Life. | 

Cæſ. What is't thou ſayeſt? 

Dec. I ſay, Oh Cæſar, Antony is dead. _ 

Ce/. The breaking of ſo great a thing, ſhould make 
A-greater Crack. "The round World 
Should have ſhook Lions into civil Streets, 
And Citizens to their Dens. The Death of OM: 
Is not a fingle Doom, in the Name lay 
AE moiety of the World. | 

Dec. He is dead, Caſar, 
Nat by a publick Miniſter of Juſtice, 
Nor by a hired Knife: but that ſelf- hand 
Which writ his Honour in the Acts it did, 
Hath with the Courage which the Heart did lend it 
Splitted the Heart. This is his Sword, 
lrobb'd his Wound of it: Behold it Rain d. 
With his moſt noble Blood 

Caſ. Look you, fad Friends, 
The Gods rebuke me, but it is a Tiding. 
To waſh the Eyes of Kings. 
Dol. 
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Dol. And ſtrange it is, 
The Nature muſt compel us to lament 
Our moſt perſiſted Deeds. 
Men. His Taints and Honours weigh dequali in bim. 
Dol. A rarer Spirit never 
Did ſteer Humanity; but you Gods will giveus 
Some Faults to ef be us Men. Ceſar is touch'd. 
Men. When ſuch a ſpacious Mirror's ſet Ve him, 
He needs muſt ſee himſelf. | 
Caſ. O Antony! 
I have followed thee to this, has wedo launch. 
Diſeaſes'in our Bodies. I muſt perforce 
Have ſhewn to thee ſuch a declining Day, | 
Or look on thine; we could not ſtall together, 
In the whole World. But yet let me lament 
With Tears as ſovereign as the Blood of Hearts, 
That thou my Brother, my Competitor,. 
In top of all Deſign, my Mate in Empire, 
Friend and Companion in the Front of War, e 
The Arm of mine own Body, and the Heart 
Where mine his Thoughts did kindle; thar our Stars 
Unreconcilable, ſhould divide our Equalneſs to this. 
Hear me, good Friends, | 
But I will tell you at ſome meeter Seafon—— 
The Buſineſs of this Man looks out of him, 
We'll hear kim what he ays. Whence are you? 
3 . | Kt a 8 
Zgypt. A poor Zgyptian yet; the geen m iſtre 
. in all ſhe 526. her Abe { 
Of thy Intents, defires Inſtruction, 
That ſhe preparedly may frame her ſelf 
To th' way ſhe's forc'd ts. 
Ceſ. Bid her have good Heart, | 
She ſoon ſhall know of us, by ſome of ours, 
How honourable, and how kindly we 
Determine for her. For Cæſar cannot live to be ungentle. 
Egypt. The Gods preſerve thee. Exit. 
Ce. Come hither, Proculrius, go and ſay 
We purpoſe her no Shame: give her what Comforts 
Phe Quality of her Paſſion ſhall require; | 
Leſt in her greatne ſs, 5 ſome mortal Stroke 


She 
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She do defeat us: For her Life in Rome 
Would be eternal in our triumph. Go, 
And with your ſpeedieſt bring us what ſhe ſays, 
And how you find of her. is EO 
Pro. Ceſar, I ſhall. [ Exit Proculeius. 
Cæſ. Gallus, go you along; where's Dolabella, to ſe- 
cond Proculeius? | | 
All. Dolabella. 
Cef. Let him alone; for I remember now 
How he's employ'd : He ſhall in time be ready, 
Go with me to my Tent, where you ſhall ſee 
How hardly I was drawn into this War, 
How calm and gentle I proceeded ſtill 
In all my Writings. Go with me, and ſee 
What I can ſhew in this. [Exenunt. 


8 VIII. The Monument. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, Mardian, and Seleucus. 
Cleo. My Deſolation does begin to make 
A better Life, tis paltry to be Cæſar: 
Not being Fortune, he's but Fortune's Knave, 
A Miniſter of her Will; and it is great, 
To do that thing that ends all other Deeds, 
Which ſhackles Accidents, and bolts up Change, 
Which fleeps, and never palates more the Dung, 
The Beggar's Nurſe, and Ceſar's. 
e Enter Proculeius. | 
Pro. Ceſar ſends greeting to the Queen of Zgypr, 
And bids thee ſtudy on what fair Demands 
Thou mean'ſt to have him graut thee. 
Cleo, What's thy Name? 
Pro. My Name is Proculeius. 
Cleo. Antony | 
Did tell me of you, bad me truſt you; but 
I do not greatly care to be deceiv'd 
That have no uſe for truſting, If your Maſter 
Would have a Queen his Beggar, you muſt tell him, 
That Majeſty, to keep decorum, muſt 5 
No leſs beg than a Kingdom: If he pleaſe 
To give me conquer'd Zgypt for my Son, * 
e 
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He gives me ſo much of mine own, as 1 
Will kneel! to him with thanks. ; 

Pro. Be of gbod cheer: © | 
You're faln into a princely Hand, fear We 
Make your full reference freely to my Lord, 
Who is ſo full of Grace, that it flows over 
On all that need. Let me report to him 
Your ſweet dependency, and you ſha!l find 
A Conqueror that will pray. in aid for een 
Where he for Grace is kKunceld co. 

Cleo. Pray you tell him, ns . 

I am his Fortune's Vaſſal, and 1 ſebd him 
The Greatneſs he has got. I hourly learn 
A Doctrine of. Obedience, and would gladly: 
Look him i'th' Face. 

Pro. This Til report, dear Lady, 

Have comfort, for I know your plight is pitied 

Of him that causd it. 

Char. You ſee how eaſily f ſhe may: be fupricds 
Guard her till Czfar come. 

Iras. Royal Queen. 

Char. Oh Cleopatra, thou art 1 Queen. 

Cles. Quick, quick, good Hands. va 

Pro. Hold, worthy Lady, hold: 

Do not your ſelf ſuch wrong, who are in this: 
Relieved; but nor betray d. 

Cleo. What of Death too that rids our Dogs of Tauguiſh?- 

Pro. Cleopatra, do not abuſe my Maſter's Bounty, by 
Th' andoing of your ſelf: Let the World fee. __ 
His Nobleneſs well a&ed; which your: Death 
Will never let come forth. ENS 

Cleo. Where art thou, Death? 

Come hither, come: Oh! Come, and take the Queen: | 
Worth many Babes and Beggars. 

Pro, Oh temperance, Lady. | 

Cleo. Sir, I will eat no Mear, 1 not drink, Sir: 
If idle Talk will oncę be neceſſary, 

Til not ſleep neither. This mortal Houſe TU ruin, 
Do Ceſar what he can. Know, Sir, that I 

Will not wait pinnion d at your Maſter's Court, 

Not once to be chaftis'd with the ſober Eye 
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Of dull octavia. Shall they hoiſt me up, 

And ſhew me to the ſhouting Varlorry 

Of cenſuring Rome? rather a 4 Ditch in Agypt, 

But gentle Ane unto me: rather on Niſus Mud 
La) me ſtar k- nak' d, and let the Water-Flies 

jo me into abhorring : rather make 
My Country's high Hramides my Gibbet, 
And hang me up in Chains, | 
Pero. You do extend © 

Theſe Thoughts of hor ror farther than you all * 
Find cauſe in Ceſar. 
Exter Dolabella. 

Dol. Proculeius, 
What thou haſt done, my Maſter Ceſar knows, 
And he hath ſent for thee: as for the Queen, 
Pli rake hey to my Guard. 

Pro, So, Dolabella, 
It ſnall content me beſt; be ects to her: 
To Ce/ar I will ſpeak what you ſhall pleaſe, 
It you'll employ me to him. Exit Proculeius. 

Cleo. Say, I would die. 

Dol. Moſt noble Emprefs, you have heard of me. 

Cleo. I cannot tell. 

Dol. Aſſuredly you know me. 

Cleo. No matter, Sir, what I have heard or known 2 
You laugh when Boys or Women tell their Dreams, 
Is't not your trick? 

Dol. I underſtand not, Madam. 

Cleo. I dreamt there was an Emperor Antony; 
Oh ſuch another Sleep, that I might ſee 
But ſuch another Man, 

Dol. If it might pleaſe ye ? 

Cleo. His Face was as the Heav'ns, and therein ſtuck 
A Sun and Moon, which kept their Courſe, and lighted 
The little o'ch* Earth. 

Dol. Moſt Sovereign Creature—— 

Cleo. His Legs beſtrid the Ocean, his rear'd Arm 
Creſted the World: his Voice was propertied 
As all the tuned Spheres, and that to Friends: 

Bur when be meant to quail, and ſhake the Orb, 
He was as rattling. Thunder, For his Bounty, 
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There was no Winter in't. An Antony it was, 
That grew the more by reaping : his Delights 
Were Dolphin like, they ſhew'd his Back above 
The Elements they liv'din; In his Livery 
Walk'd Crowtis and Crownets : Realms and Iſlands 
As Plates dropt from his Pocket. 

Dol. Cleopatra 

Cleo. Think you there was, or might be ſuch a Man 
As this I dreamt of? 

Dol. Gentle Madam, no. 

Cleo. Youlye up to the hearing of the Gods; 
But if there be, or ever were one ſuch, 
It's paſt the fize of dreaming: Nature wants ſtuff 
To vye ſtrange Forms with Fancy, yet t'imagine | 
An Antony were Nature's piece, 'gainft Fancy, 
Condemning Shadows quite. 7 
Dol. Hear me, good Madam : 
Your Loſs is as your ſelf, great; and you bear it 
As anſwering to the weight: would I might never 
O'er-take purſu'd Succeſs, but I do feel 
By the rebound of yours, a grief that ſuits 
My very Heart at root. ? <4 

Cleo. I thank you, Sir, 
Know you what Cæſar means to do with me? 

Dol. I am loth to tell you what I would you knew. 

Cleo. Nay, pray you, Sir. 

Dol. Though he be hongurable. 

Cleo. Hell lead me then in triumph. 
| Dol. Madam, he will, I know'r. 

Enter Cæſar, Gallus, Mecænas, Proculeius and 4ttendants. 
All. Make way there Caſar. | | 
Ceſ. Which is the Queen of AEgypr ? 

Dol. It is the Emperor, Madam. [Cleo. kneels. 
Caſ. Ariſe, you ſhall not kneel ? 

I pray you riſe, rife, Zgypr. | 

Cleo. Sir, the Gods will have it thus, 
My Maſter and my Lord I muſt obey. 

Cæſ. Take to you no hard Thoughts, 

The Record of what Injuries you did us, 

Though written in our Fleſh, we ſhall remember 


As things but done by chance, 
ne, On Cleo, 
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Cleo. Sole Sir o'th* World, 
I cannot project mine own Cauſe ſo well 
To make it clear, but do confeſs I have 
Been laden with like Frailties, which before 
Have often ſham'd our Sex. 1 
Cæſ. Cleopatra, know, 
We will extenuate rather than inforce: 
If you apply your ſelf to our Intents, 
Which towards you are moſt gentle, you ſhall find 
A benefit in this Change; but if you ſeek 
To lay on me a Cruelty, by raking 
Antony's Courſe, you ſhall bereave your ſelf 
Of my good Purpoſes, and put your Children 
To that Deſtruction which I'll guard them from, 
If thereon you rely. III take my leave. 

Cleo. And may through all the World: tis yours, and we 
Your Scutcheons, and your ſigns of Conqueſt ſhall | 
Hang in what place you pleaſe. Here, my good Lord. 

Caf. You ſhall adviſe me of all, Cleopatra. 
Cleo. This is the brief: of Mony, Plate, and Jewels 
I am poſſeſt of, tis exactly va lud. 
Not petty things admitted. Where's Seleucus ? 

Sel. Here Madam. e | Tx 

Cleo. This is my Treaſurer, let him ſpeak, my Lord, 
Upon his peril, that I have reſery'd | 
To my ſelf nothing. Speak the truth, Seleucus. 

Sel. Madam, I had rather ſeal my Lips, 

Than to my peril ſpeak that which is nor. 

Cleo. Whar have I kept back ? | 

Sel. Enough to purchaſe what you have made known. 

Cæſ. Nay, bluſh not Cleopatra, I approve 
Your Wiſdom in the Deed. 

Cleo. Sec Ceſar! Oh behold, 

How Pomp is followed: mine wil! now be yours, 
And ſhould we ſhift Eſtates, yours would be mine. 
The ingratitude of this Seleucus does Fa 
Ev'n make me wild. Oh Slave, of no more Truſt 
Than Love that's hir'd. What, goeſt thou back? thou ſhalt 
Go back, I warrant thee: but PII catch thine Eyes 
Though they had Wings. Slave, Soul-leſs Villain, Dog, 
O rarely baſe! * 
n Cef. 
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Ce. Good Queen, let us intreat you. | 
Cleo. O Caeſar, what a wounding Shame is this, 
That thou vouchſafing here to viſit me, 
Doing the honour of thy Lordlineſe 
Jo one ſo meek, that mine own Servant ſhould. 
Parcel the ſam of my Diſgraces, by .. 
Addition of his Envy-! Say, good Ca/ar, , . 
That I ſome Lady-trifles have reſerv'd, _ 
Immoment Toys, things of ſuch Dignity _ 
As we greet modern Friends withal, and ſay 
Some Nobler Token I have kept apart 
For Livia and Octavia, to induce 
Their Mediation, muſt I be unfolded. 
By one that I have bred ? the Gods! it ſmites me 
Beneath the Fall I have, Prithee go hence, | 
Or I ſhall fhew the Cynders of. my Spirits 
Through th' aſhes of my Chance: Wert thou a Man, 
Thou would'ſt have mercy on me. 
Cæſ. Forbear, Seleucus. | 
Cleo. Be it known, that we the greateſt are ani ebe 
For things that others do and when. we fall, 
We anſwer others: Merits, in our Names 
Are therefore to be pitied. 
Ca,. Cleopatra, : - 
Nor what you have refers 3,1 nor what ackeovledg't - 
Pur me _!th-Roll of Conqueſt ſtill be't yours; 
Beſtow it at your pleaſure,, and believe _ 
Ceſar's no Merchant to make prize with yon 
Of things that Merchants ſold. Therefore be cheer d, 
Make not your Thoughts your Priſons: No, dear Queen, 
For we intend ſo to diſpoſe. you, as 
Your felf ſhall give us counſel : Feed, and leep. 
Our Care and Pity is ſo much upon you, 
That we remain your Friend, and ſo adieu. 
Cleo. My Maſter, and my Lord. 

Caſ. Not ſo, Adieu. [ Exeunt Cæſar and his Train, 
Cleo. He words me, Girls, he words me. 
That I ſpould not be noble to my ſelf. * ned? 
But hark thee, Charmian | 
Vas. Finiſh,. good 1 the bright Day. 1s s done, 
Andy we are for the dark. , 

Cleo. 
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Cleo. Hie thee again. | 
I have ſpokealready, and it is provided, 

Go put it tothe haſte, 

Char. Madam, L will. 

Enter Do'abella.. 

Dol. Where's the Queen? 

. Ckar. Behold, Sir. 

Cleo. Dolabella. | 

Dol. Madam, as thereto ſworn; by your command, 
Which my Love makes Religion to obey, 

I tell you this: Cæſar through Syria 

Intends his Journey, and within three Days, 
Vou with your Children will he ſend before; 
Make your beſt uſe of this. I have perform'd 
Your Pleaſure and my Promiſe. 

Cleo. Dolabel la, I ſhall remain your Debtor. 

Dol. I your Servant. 

Adieu, good Queen, I muſt attend on Ceſar. [ Exit. 

Cleo. Fare wel, and thanks. Now, Iras, what think ſt 
Thou, an Ægyptian Puppet, ſhalt be ſhewn (thou? 
In Rome as well as Iñ Mechanick Slaves 
With greaſie Aprons, Rules, and Hammers, ſball 
Uplife us to the view. In their thick Breaths, 
Rank of groſs Diet, ſhall we be enclouded, 

And forc'd to drink their FRYING 5 — 

Iras. The Gods forbid. 

Cleo. Nay, tis moſt certain, Iras: ſawey Lictor 
Will catch at us like Strumpets, and ſcalfd Rhimers 
Ballad us out a Tune. The quick Comedians 
Extemporally will ſtage us, and preſent 
Our Alexanarian Revels: Antony 
Shall be brouglu drunken forth, and I ſhall ſee 
Some ſpeaking Cleopatra Boy my Greatneſs. 

I'th* poſture of a Whore, 

Iras, O the good Gods! 
Cleo. Nay, that's certain. 

Iras. Il never ſee't; for am ſure my Nails 
Are ſtronger than mine Eyes. | 

Cleo. Why that's the way | 
To foo] thcir Preparation, and to conquer 


Their moſt a Intents. Now Charmian, | 
Enter 
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Enter Charmian. 
Shew me my Women like a Queen: Go fetch 
My beſt Attires, I am again for Cidnus 
To meet Mark Antony. Sirrah Iras, go, 
Now noble Charmian we'll diſpatch indeed, _ 
And when thou haſt done this chare, I'll give thee leave 
To play *cill Dooms-day : bring our Crown, and all. 


[ 4 noiſe within 
W hexefore this Noiſe? | | 
Enter a Guardſman. 
Guardſ. Here is a rural Fellow, 
That will not be deny'd your Highnefs Preſence, 
He brings you Figs. | | 
Cleo. Let him come in. How poor an Inſtrument 
- [Exit Guardſman. 
May do a noble Deed ? He brings me Liberty. 
My Reſolution's plac'd, and I have nothing 
Ot Woman in me; now from Head to Foor 
I am Marble conſtant: now the fleeting Moon 
No Planet is of mine. - + © | 
Enter Guard/man, and Clown with a Basket. 
Guard. This is the Man. | | 
Cleo. Avoid and leave him. [Exit Guard/man. 
Haſt thou the pretty Worm of Nilus there, 5 
That kills and pains not ? 5 
Clown. Truly I have him : but I would not be rhe 
Party that ſhould deſire you to touch him, for his biting 
is im mortal: thoſe that do die of it, do ſeldom or ne- 
ver recover. ; N 8 
Cleo. Remember'ft thou any that have dy'd on't? 
Clown. Very many Men and Women too. I heard of 
one of them no longer than Yeſterday, a very honeſt Wo- 
man, but ſomething given to lie, asa Woman ſhould- nor. 
do, but in the way of Honeſty. How ſhe dy'd of the bi- 
ting of it, what pain ſhe felt; truly, ſhe makes a very 
good report o'th Worm: but he that will believe all that 
they ſay, ſhall never be ſaved by half that they do: but 
this is moſt fallible, the Worm's an odd Worm. 
Cleo. Get thee hence, farewel. ROS 
Clown. I wiſh you all joy of the Worm. 
Cleo. Farewel. | 
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Clown. You muſt think this, look you, that the Worm 
will do his kind. 

Cleo. Ay, ay, farewel, _ 

Clown. Look you, the Worm is not to be truſted, but 
in the keeping of wiſe People, for indeed there i is no 
goodneſs in the Worm. 

Cleo. Take no care, it ſhall be heeded. 

Clown. Very good: give it nothing I pray you, for 
it is not worth the feeding. 

Cleo. Will it eat me? | 
Clown. You muſt not think I am fo ſimple, but I know 
the Devil himſelf will not eat a Woman: I know, that a 
Woman is a Diſh for the Gods, if the Devil dreſs her not. 
But truly, theſe fame whore-ſon Devils do the Gods 
great harm in their Women; for in every ten that they 
make, the Devils mar five. 

Cleo. Well, get thee gone, farewel, 

Clown. Ves forſooth, I wiſhyou joy o th Worm.[Exit, 

Cleo. Give me my Robe, puton my Crown, Ire. 
Immortal longings in me. Now no more 
The juice of Ægypt's Grape ſhall moiſt his Lip. 

Yare, yare, good Iras, quick——methinks I hear 
Antony call, I ſee him rowſe himſelf _ 

To praiſe my noble Act. I hear him mock 

The luck of Ceſar, which the Gods give Men 

To excuſe their After-Wrath. Husband, I come; 3. 
Now to that Name, my Courage prove my Title. 

I am Fire, and Air; my other Elements 

I give to baſer Life. So have you done? 
Come then, and take the laſt warmth of my Lips. 
Farewel kind Charmian, Iras, long 17 5 


| Eb * the Aſp 

Have I the Aſpick i in my Lips? Doſt 
If thou and Nature can ſo gently part, 
The ſtroke of Death is as a Lover s. Pinch ; 
Which hurts, and is defir'd. Doſt thou lie Gl 5 
If thus thou vanquiſheſt, thou rel the World 
It is not worth leave taking. 

Char. Diſſolve thick Cloud and Rain, that 1 may ſay, 
The Gods themſelves do weep. 

Cleo. This proves me baſe 

If ſhe approves the curled Antony, He'll 
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He'll make demand of her, and ſpend that Kiſs 


Which is my Heav'n to have. Come thou mortal Wretch 


With thy ſnarp Teeth this Knot intrinſicate 
Of Life at once untie: Poor venomous Fool, 
Be angry and diſpatch. Oh couldſt thou ſpeak, 


That I might hear thee call great — Aſs, unpolicicd. 


Char. Oh Eaſtern Star 
Cleo. Peace, peace 
Doſt thou not ſee my Baby at my Breaſt, 
Thar ſucks the Nurſe aſleep ? | 
Char. O break! © break 
Cleo. As ſweet as Balm, as ſoft as Air, as gentle. 
O Antony ! Nay Twill take thee too. 
What ſhould I tay 
Char. In this wild World? ſo fare thee well: 
Now boaſt thee Death, in thy poſſeſſion lyes 
A Laſs unparallel d. Downy Windows cloſe, 
And Golden Phœbus never be beheld 
Of Eyes again ſo Royal: Your Crown's 8 awry, 3 
I'll mend it, and then play 5 54 
Enter the Guard ruſhing in. | 
1 Guard. Where's the Queen ? 
Char. Speak ſoftly, wake her not. 
1 Guard, Ceſar bath ſent- : 
[Charmian and Iras apply the Aſp. 
Char. Too ſlow a Meſſenger. 
Oh come apace, diſpatch, e feel thee 
1 Guard. Approach ho! 
All's not well. © Ceſar's beguil'd, _ | 
2 Guard. There's Dolabella ſent from Caſar, call him. 
1Guard.What work is heteCharmian?Isthis well done? 
Char. It's well done, and fitting for a Princeſs 
Deſcended of ſo wahr Royal Kings. 
Ah Soldiers! — Charmian and you die. 
Enter Dolabella. EE. ee tips 
Dol. How goes 4 e 
2 Guard. All dead. | 
Dol. Caſar, thy Tho 
Touch 22 Eleks in was. e ay art cooiing 
To ſee perform'd the dreaded Act which thou 
So ſought'ſt to hinder. | 


En 
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Enter Cæſar and Attendants. 

All. Make way there, make way for C4ſar: 4 

Dol. Oh, Sir, you Are, too ſure an Augurer; , // 
_ ou did fear, is done. wo 

. Braveſt at the laſt. x 

She levell' at our Purpoſes, and being . 
Took her 'own-way-; the Manner of their Deaths? 
I do not ſee them bleed; | | 

Dol. Who was la with them?. 


This was: his Basket. 

_Cef. Poiſon d then. Ho 

1 Gent. Oh Caſar 7 ? 

This Charmian liv d but now; ſhe ſtood and Pake: 
I found her trimming up the Diadem 
On her dead Miſtreſs e The e ſtood, 
And on the ſudden dropt. 

e,, Oh noble Weakneſs! 

If they had Sai Poiſon, eoroultapp car, 
By external Swelling ; but ſhelooks like flcep, 
As ſhewould' cateh another Antony 8 
In her trong Toilof Grace. 

Dol. Here on her Breaſt | 3 
There is a vent of Blood, and ſomething blowa 1, 
The like is on her Arm. - : | 

1 Guard. This is an Aſpick's Trail. 5 
And theſe Fig- leaves have lime upon them, Ss 
As th Aſpick leaves upon the Caves of Nile. 
Ceaſ. Moſt probable 
That ſo e died; for her Phyſician tells me 
She hath purſu'd Concluſions infinite 
Of eaſie ways to die. Take up her Bed, 

And bear her Women from the Monument, | 
She ſhall be buried by her Antony. 

No Grave upon the Earth ſhall clip in it 

A pair ſo famous. High Events as theſe 

Strike thoſe that makethem ; and their Story i is 
No leſsin Pity, than his Glory, which 
Brought them to be lamented. Our Army ſhall, 
In ſolemn ſhew, attend this Funeral, 

And then to Rome: Come, Dolabella, ſee 


1 Guard.A ſimp Ang cs brought her fig: - 


High Order in this great Solemniry. ¶ Exeunt omnes. 


IN 1 3 


— — ß 9 Han ray — n 2 — 5 — 
2 mx x * * — d N * * — * 3 ” wo — ä— — * — — — 3 
. lt as age 2 2 — - 4 8 8 
9 4 K 5 
2M Pr 2 — Rr EST 2.7 -. 
— 


2 

2 — 

a 
— — 


— — 
—— 


— 


NEE. RE 
— —-„— 


* N Re — _ 
. „ 3 
E rr 


. 


A IM 
— — : 2 — 


1 


HEREAS R. Walker, and 
his Accomplices, have printed 
and publiſhed ſeveral of Shake- 

ſpear's Plays, and, to ſcreen their innu- 
merable Errors, advertiſe, that they are 
printed as they are ated; and indu- 

ſtriouſly report, that the faid Plays are 
printed from Copies made uſe of at the 
Theatres: I therefore declare, in Juſ- 
tice to the Proprietors, whoſe Right is 
baſely invaded, as well as in defence of 
my ſelf, that no Perſon ever had, di- 
rectly, or indirectly, from me any ſuch ' 
Copy or Copies; neither would I be ac- 
ceſſary, on any Account, to the impo- 
ſing on the Publick ſuch uſeleſs, pirated 
and maimed Editions, as are publiſhed 
— — e, 
W. CAR RET WOOD, 
Prompter to his Majeſty's 
Company of Comedians 
at the Theatre Royal in 
'Drury-Lane. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Ymbeline, King of Britain. 
Cloten, Son to the Queen by a former Husband. 
Leonatus, Poſthumus. a Gentleman in Love with the 
Princeſs, ang privately married to her. 


Guiderius, e . the Names of Polidore 


Arviragus, and Cadwal, ſuppoſed Sons to Bellarius, 
Bellarius, a baxziſh'd Lord, diſguis'd under the Name of 
Morgan. 


Philario, an Italian, Friend to Poſthumus. 
Tachimo, Friend to Philario. | 

Caius Lucius, Ambaſſador from Rome. 
Piſanio, Servant to Poſthumus, 

A French Gentleman, Friend to Philario. 
Cornelius, a Doctor, Servant to the Queen. 
Two Gentlemen. 


Queen, Wife 10 Cymbeline. 
Imoges, Daughter ts Cymbeline by a former Queen. 
Helen, Woman to Imogen. 


Lords, Ladies, Roman Senators, Tribunes, Ghoſts, 
a Sooth-ſayer, Captains, ä Meſſengers, and 
other Attendants, 


SCE NE, for ſome Part of the firſt, 


ſecond, and third Atts, lies in Rome; 


ew e "'M * the 529 # an ne, 


22K ̃¶ ¾w 


r 
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ACTI SCEMEL 
SCENE, A Palace. 


Euter two Gentlemen. 
1 GENTLEMAN. 


OU do not meet a Man but frowns. 
Our Bloods 

No more obey the Heav'ns than our 
Courtiers; 

But ſeem, as do s the King's. 

5 SE 2 Gent, But what's the matter? 

= —— 1 Gent, His Diughter, and the He r 

of 's Kingdom (whom 


He purpos'd to his Wife's ſole Son, a Widow 

That late he married) hath referr'd her ſelf 

| Unto a poor, but worthy Gentleman. She's wedded, 
Her Husband baniſh'd ; ſhe impriſon'd, all 

Is outward Sorrow, though I think the King 

Be touch'd at very Heart. 

2 Gent, None but the King: 

1 Gent. He that hath lcſt her too; ſo is the Queen, 
That moſt delir'd the Match. But ne t 2 Courtier, 
Although they wear their Faces tote bent 
Of the King's Looks, hath a Heart, that is not 
Glad at the thing they ſcoul at. 

2 Gent, And why ſo ? 


NIE 


— 
— 
— 


i 


of 


W 
5 
a 
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1 Gent. He that hath miſs'd the Princeſs, is a thing 
Too bad for bad Report: And he that hath her, | 
(I mean that marry'd her, alack good Man, 

And therefore baniſh'd) is a Creature, ſuch, 

As to ſeek through the Regions of the Earth 

For one, his like; there would be ſomething failing 
In him, that ſhould compare. I do not think, 

So fair an outward, and ſuch ſtuff within 

Endows a Man, but him. 

2 Gent, You ſpeak him fair. 

1 Gent. I do extend him, Sir, within himſelf, 
Cruſh kim together, rather t han unfold 
His Meaſt:e fallys BE 

2 Gent. What's his Name and Birth ? 

1 Gent. I cannot:delve him to the Root 1 His Father 
Was call'd Sicillius, who did join his Honour 
Againſt the Romans, with Caſſibelan, 

But had his Titles by Tenantius, whom 

He ſerv'd with Glory and admir'd Succeſs; 

So gain'd the Sur-adition, Leonatus, , 

And had, beſides this Gentleman in queftion, _ 
Two other Sons, who in the Wars o' th' time | 
Dy'd with their Swords in Hand. For which their Father, 
Then old, and fond of Iſſue, took ſuch Sorrow 
That he quit Being; and his gentle Lady | 
Big of this Gentleman, our Theam, deceas'd, 
As he was born. The King, he takes the Babe 
To his Protection, calls him Poſthumus Leonatus; 
Breeds him, and makes him of his Bed-chamber, 
Puts to him all the Learnings that his Time 
Could make him the Receiver of, which he took 
As we do Air, faſt'as 'twas miniſtred, 

And in's Spring became a Harveſt: Liv'd in-Court, 
W hich rare it is to do, moſt prais'd, moſt lov'd, 
A Sample to the youngeſt; to th' more Mature, 
A Glaſs that featur'd them; and to the Graver, 
A Child that guided Dotards; To his Miſtreſs, 
For whom he now is baniſh'd) her own Price 
Proclaims how ſhe efteem'd him. And his Virtue 
By her Election may be truly read, # 
What kind of Man he is, | 

2 Gent. I honour him, even out of your Ons. 

| But 
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But pray you tell me; is ſheſole Child to th' King ? 
1 Gent, His only Child. 
He had two Sons (if this be worth your hearing, 
Mark it) the eldeſt of them, at three Years old, 
l'th' ſwathing Cloaths' the other, from their Nurſery 
Were ſtoi'n, and to this Hour, no gueſs in Knowiedge 
Which way they went. 
2 Gent. How long is this ago? 
1 Gent. Some twenty Years. 
2 Gent. That a King's Children ſhow'd be ſo conyey'd! 
So flackly. Guarded, and the Search ſo flow | 
That could not trace them 
1 Gent, Howloeer tis ſtrange, 
Or that tke Negligence: may well be favgh'd at, 
Yet is it true, Sir. | 
2 Gent. Ido well believe you, 
1 Gent. We muſt orbear. Here comes the Gentleman, 
The Queen, and Princeſs. [ Exeum. 
Enter the Queen, Poſthumus. Imogen, ad Attendants. 
Veen. No, be aſſar'd you ſhall not find my Daughter, 
After the 8 ander of moſt Step-Mothers, 
Evil-ey'd unto you: You're my Priſoner, but 
Your Goaler ſhall deliver you the Keys 
That lock up: your" Reſtraint. For you, Poſthumus, 
So+fooh as l can win th": offended King, 
I will be known: your Advocate: marry yet 
The fire of Rage is in him, and *were good 
You lean'd unto his Sentence, with what Patience 
Your Wiſdom may inform: you. 
Poft. Pleaſe youri Highneſs, 
I w_ from hence to Day. 
nen. Lou know the Peril: 
R Foy oor turn about the Garden, pitying 
The Pangs of -barr'd- Affections, though the; King 
Hath charg'd you ſhould not ſpeak together. [ Exit. 
Ino. O diſſembling Courteſiel :How fine this Tyrant 
Can tickle where ſhe wounds! My deareſt NHusband, 
I ſomething fear my Father's Wrath, but nothing 
(Alusys referviq my holy Puty) what 
Nis Rage can do on me. Vu mit be gone g 
And I ſhall here abide the hourly ſhot 
Of angry OR" Not comforted to live, | 
A 3 But 


* 


. 


7 6 0 Y M EL NE. 


This 


Tou gentle g 


| pue hat chere 1s this le in the Wen. 
That 1 * ſee a ain, r 


Oo Lady, weep -NO more, left [ give cauſe (n n 1 
To be ſuſpected ot more Tenderneſs 
Than doth become a Man. I will remain 


The loyall'ſt Husband, that did e'er plight Troth; - 


— Reſidence in Rome; at one Philario ss, © - 
o to my Father was a Friend, to me ; 


Known but by Letter; thither write, my 


And with mine Eyes I'll drink 3 — ou fend, 
8 Ink be made of Gal. Wos 10 
Enter N oy AS) 1 
een; Be brief, 1 ray "RF N S 26:2 0 
e King come, hat incur I know not 


| — of his diſpleaſure g yet LI move him 1 . 
To walk this way; I never do him wrong, 
But he does buy my 1s ee Cy + 


Pays dear for my Offence. | 12 


+ Poft; Should we be taking Mawes: we b mn 1 
As long a term as et we have to live, K 
The lothneſs to depart would . dare yo-livd | 


Imo. Nay, ſtay a littles ++; FOG ee 
Were you but riding: forth to Air your þ ſelf; 
Such pong were too petty. Look here, Lanes 2 | 

mond was my Mother's; take i, a i 

But keep it *till you woos, another: Wife, T - 
When Imogen is dead. E i 0 . e 

Poſt. el how? Wees Unt eh, e 

ods, give me ducthis 1 wing," bes * 
— Embracements from a nekt 
of Death. e . thou 1 


- — the Ring; 
While senſe can-keep i it on 0 ee lalreſt, 


And ſear 
With 


To our 76 i loſs: 2 80 l Ale | 
I Qill win of you. For m = Ke ens ci, 
It is a Manacle of Lover Tl place it 
Furting a Bracelet o . 
is faire# Priſoner. r £5 Ni 


Ino. the Gods! = 2 „ 21 * [ : fit ; by F. h | 
When ſhall we ſee again? 31001 345 Amas 10 


Crmnzinyt: " 


Enter Cymbeline, 4 et 4 * 7 pH ** 7 

aft. Alack, the King! 4 

- Cym, Thou baſeſt thing. avon, hows, 0 os wy Sighe 

5 If __ this Command thou fraught the. 5 
With thy unworthineſs,” thou 4 4 e ö 


Thou rt Poiſon to my Blood. | 1550 ger 3 
Py)eſt. The Gods E yon. fig 10 * 
And bleſs the good ReckGoger® of "the hurt: : ; 
I am gone. 7 nw e 
Ino. There cannot be: a reien 2 
More. ſnarp than this i 


Cym. O diſloyal thing, 4611 
That ſhould't repair my :Youth, wo FE 
A Year's age on mm. vd ien g. TI | . | 
Imo. I beſeech yo, Sir, 27 
Harm not your ſelf with. your or Veen, bed. 
I am ſenſeleſs of your Wrath; a Gch mene e rare. 
Subdues all Pangs, all Fears. vor ut 138 
x Cpm. Paſt Grace? Obedience: 
Imo. Paſt Ho pelaad in Defpait, Ahatewa) 920 Grey! 
Cm. Thas have hadzheſaloSon jogon of 'wy Queen. 
Imo. Qilefhithat E mightnort Leboſe as Bogle 
Andidid avoid @Puttocksm;: i | 
__Gyw.1Thow r have. made | 
A Seat: fot Baſeheſs,.! r, e "my Thieme 


LF) 


. . 


Imo. No; I rather added: 1 eb7 II o 

A Luftre to it. AA of 297 2 * 50 77255 * 
Cym. O thou bits N 48 752. pin 1 * 8 
Imo. Sit, 1 Gini ente rd nn — 1 


It is your fault that I have 7 1 

You bred him as my-Play-fellow; and he.is ? 8 51 5 | 
A Man, worth any Waman; ane. 
Almaſt the Sum he pays. Ne 181 1 4 

Om. What? art thou Mad? : 

Imo. Almoſt, Sir; Heav'n Reſtore me: e were 
A Neat-herd's Daughter, and my dannaud 1% . 
Our NeighhaurShepherd's Sen 3 

ot; TRAC 5511} 7b Enter Queen, „ 17,212 Kos. , 
ym; Thou fooliſh ching £3: 5: 45175 15 25 yy 
- They, wereagain. togetber, you have done | wars 
Not after our Command. Away with. my 301d 
And pen her up. wel wn. 


„ 


ave Ag - 2 


* _Ounmamannt. 


Queer, Beſeech your Patience ; Peace, 
Dear Lady Daughter, peace, ': yweer>Sovereign,. 
Eeave us wo our ſelves, and make yourſelfforae Com- 
Out of eur beſt Kdvics, _ 
_*Cym, Nay let her languiſn . 
A Die of of Blood aday, And being i e 

this Folly. 15 lei. 
th „Beer Piſanio,. | . Hcy P 
> Ve. Fie, Ties you muſt give way: 


Here is I rvant. H How now. Sir? What News? 
Sew ! your Son, re REA * be 
No Ttrüſt, is done: nt 1. K 
Piſ. 3 5 might have bens 249, FiO 3637 A 


But that my Maſter rather play%ohawfought, FEA 
And had no help of Auger: e A e 11 * FE 
By Gemiemen, at hand. N 1 
Ducen. I am very gisd et. e169 j 
Ino. YourSon' - Taker Friend, heraker Ms par | 
10 8 — — * 
would t y were | 
My ſelf by with?a Needle, that 1:might' prick. 
The Goer back, Why came you from-your Miſter. 
- "Bj. On his-contmand';*Keaybuld eren 
O bring him to the Haren; Leſt theſe Notes 
Of what Commands I ſhould bs ſubjet to, | 
When't pleaſe you to employ N * BL. 
een. This hath been r 
Your faithful Servant: I dare lay i mine Honour 4 
. 45 WET i 4: 
Piſ 1 humbly' your dne 3-446 7 
Queen."Pray:wattk'a while. Fades £ 
385 1 ſome half Hour hence, -preyyou ſpeak 
wit 
o ſha at left, ſeexmy-Lordabored, | > : 
For this — ome l 7A + N 
Enter Cloten, and et A 
1 Lord. Sir, I woul#3dvifeyou to ſhife a Shirt; the 
Violence of Action hath made youretloas a' Sacrifice : 
Where Air mes ont, Air: comes in. an 
2 ſo hem us thatyourvent, . 
Clos. If my Shirt were 9 dees, aan. 
| ve 


"Ss 


3 


L 


7 i, 1 wouldth 


*, 


PRRT__ off 
Have I hurt hind, | 
Lond. No ets : Not fo much l üer 
* 555 gig 0 l 75 he 
not hurt. It is thor e ox Ste Lit it be not hurt. 
> 8694, "HI Stent wil i deve, i wont bc e 
the Town. * 
Clot. The vill U would pot f and me, HE 
2 Lord. No, bu L443 rend ſtill, r Fice? 
I Lord. Stand you? you have Land enough of your 
own: Bu headdedso, your having,gave you ſome ground. 
. 2 LofdZAs. uy, Inches; asyou hs have Oceans, Puppies! 
lag not come betweenus. 
2 Ford. 30 70 till zou bad meaſured: how. long 
a Fool Jun #2 0 on: the Grou | 
lot. "ould love this Fellow, and ie e 
ALord. e to make a true Election, ſhe's dama d. 
Lord. Sir, as I told you, . her Beauty and her 
Brain go not together. She's . godd Sign, but I have 


ſeen {mal an of her W 
a, if AG. © 1 For pon Jeſt the.reReftion 
'Gh w GN. weil 


0 m ; Chanber; would. there had 


4 "Came, li i6.mmy 
been G dbu hurt done. 
A Ferd., I wiſh not ſo, akg übadb.en the fl oken 
ſs, which is no greathurt. 
Clor. You'llgo, 1 1. SP 
1 Lord, Ill attend Janr Loedth e eos 1 
Clos. +, me, ſer's o together.. 
Waere my Lord. 2: if; 107 5. + 1 
ner Im ogen, et Piſanio. | 


7 


LOB 


Af 


And 1 not have it, Fr A 
As offer'd Mercy is: 0 
N e-ſpake to Kd” rape I e 

Pil. It was den. Vis 1 hs e 


ale. Then wav'd bis e 1 i 
: ale Th kiſs'd, it, Madam 
_ 1” . innen, der beg dan f. 


$5 ; no 


_— l © TI & 5 
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l im him from others, he did 'kee 
| 5 The r E, with Slot ove, or Hat, or 5 TY 
2 12 waving, as the fit and flirs of's Mind "a 
Could beft © 1 + how flow his Soul fail'd n = 
How ſwift his Shi a nd A 
Imo. Thou ſhouldſt have made him... 1 | 
As little as a Crow, or leſs, ere I. Pt 
To af:er-eye him. E 3 
Piſ. Madam, ſo I did. 
Imo. 1 would haye broke mine ee 1 
Crack'd them but to look en bim ; til the 
Of, ſpace, had pointed, him ſharp as my Neale. 
j Nay, followed him, *cill he had. ind from 
| The ſmallneſs of a "Guat, 30 Air; and e 133 
Have turn'd mirie Eye, and wept. Bur, P ano 
"When mall we De. from him? * | * io y 
43 ' Piſ. Be aſſur'd, Madam, 7 Ce” 
| With bis next Vantage. 
t Ene, I did not take wy | 1350 of b was: alle had 
| "Mott pretty things to ſay ;: Ere I could tell him 
How oy ould think on him at certain Hours, 
| Such thoughts; and ſuch; orf could make him — 
| The. She's of 1:aly ſhoyld not betray . 
Vine Intereſt, and his Hohour ; or have. .charg'd bim 
At the ſixth Hour of Mern; at Noon, at Midnight, 
T'ancounter me with Oraiſons, for then | 
1 am in Heav'n for him; or ere I could 
Give him that parting Kiſs, which 1 had for. 
1 + Betwixt two charming Words, comes in my Father, 
BY And like the tyrannous breathing of the, e = 
| "Shikes all -our buds from growing. 
FTD Lady. N vp þ 17 
3 The Queen; —_— 7. 
_ Deſires your Highneſs Company. „ 
Imo. Thoſe things I bid you do, geen alfa. 
I will attend the Queen. EY 
Piſ. Madam, 1 alk. bib J | [Rreme. 
i 'SCE NE II. Rech. 
Enter Philario, Iachimo, and a ae "TY 
Jach. Believe it, Sir, I have ſeen him in Britain, he was 
then of a Creſcent, none ex peſted to prove ſo warthy, 
as Knee he hath been allowed the Name of. But ah 


T+ 


— 


1 
_—_ 


tion, though the Catal 
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then have look'd on him, without the help of Admim 
ue of his Endowments hàd been 


tabled by his ſide, and I to peruſe him by Items: 


©" Phil; You ſpeak of him ben lie was leſs furniſh'd | 


than now he is, with that which makes him both with- 
dut and within. a7 en ee, ra, 


French. I have ſeen him in France; we had very many 


there, could behold the Sun, with as firm Eyes as he. 


lach. This matter of marrying his King's Daughter, 


4 wherein he muſt be weighed rather by her Value, than his 


own, words him, I doubt not, a great deal from the matter. 


French. Andthen his Baniſnment. 


elſe an eaſie Battery might lay flat, for taking a Beggar 


Iach. Ay, and the Approbation of thoſe, that weep this 
lamentable Divorce under her Colours, are wonderful! 
to extend him; be it but to fortifie her Judgment, whict 


journ with you? how creeps Acquaintan ce? 


\ Phil. Nis Father and I were Soldiers together, to whom 


I have been often bound for no leſs than my Life. 


* 


Enter Poſthumus. 


Here comes the Britain. Let him be ſo entertained a- 


mongſt you, as fuits with Gentlemen of your knowing, to 


2 Stranger of his Quality. I beſeech you all be better 


appear hereafter, rather than ſtory him in his own hearing. 


known to this Gentleman, whom I commend to you, as a 

noble Friend of mine. How worthy he is, I will leave to 
French. Sir, we have known eee in Orleance. 

Poſt. Since when I have been debter to you for cour- 


teſies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay ſtill. 


French. Sir, you o' er- rate my poor kindneſs; I was 
glad I did atone my Countryman and you; it had been 


pity you ſhould have been put together, with ſo mor- 
til a purpoſe, as then each bore, upon Importance of 


z 


ſo ſlight and trivial a nature. |; | 5 | 
Poſt, By your Pardon, Sir, I was then a young Fravel. 


ler; rather ſhun'd to go even with what l heard, than in 


| Swords; and byſuch two, that would by all likelihood 


4 


my every Action to be guided by other experiences; but 
upon my mended judgment, (if I offend not to ſay it is 
mended, ) my Quarrel was not altogether flight. 

French. Faith yes, to be put to the arbitrement of 


have 


Cra, , L. 


* 


at pry 24 ITP, FA. 
. sBremth) Safely, Tekin; us Sessel psd, 
— Somtradict ian, 3 the Report. 
It was much like an Argument that felleaut daſt - 3 
here eue us felkinpraifeofroun Cona try Miſtreſles 
This Gentlemantat! haastime vonching. 4 War- 
—— ſk—ů— Fark, Virtu- 
unto; Chate, Gonftant; Quilibed,naddeſs arcenpre- | 
Idle chanany, the zareſtof our; Ladies an Fravce. 
Lach. That Lady: ze mata living ton due Gentle. 
Dr n 
nut. She holds her Virtue till and: Ly Mind. 
_ [Tach;Youmbfbrorſofar prefet her, loreohirofiueiy. 
aft. Being ſo far: provo kidias: Imas in- France, I 
„ bernothing, tho" 1 profeſemylalbherd- 


_ _ not er : Friend. 
Aach. As fair, and a kindeof Hand in Hand 
e thing eO fair, and 9 


Compatifon,: had bee 
for any Lady in Britamy; if ſnerwent before others, I 
she ſeen, as that Diamond ofsyaurs aud luſters many I 
ive beheld. I could: not believe ſhe:exeelled maay; 
:*þut! Ie have not ſeen: the molhyprcetoagNumeondthatis, 
7 * vou the Lady. 
. [Epraigd= — her; 0⁰ . 
"ond. "Whatdoyoweſteeritat? 
ae. More than the Mord enjoys. 2 
.- YTath. Ether get e kenn dead or he” 3 
eee r FFaifle.: ; 1 +) | 
oft. Nou are miſtaken; the Onemay Yo ſold or given, 
1 there were Wealth enough fer the Purchaſe, or Merit 
dor the Gift. The other s n ere eee * 
ie Gift of the Gods. | 
lach. Which the Gods bave given you 1 as. 
s piſt. nich by their Graces I; wilkkeep; | + 
„ach. Youi mayrwear chers in Title — 3 pg but, vou 
—— ſtrange Fom ] light upon neighbouring, Ponds. 
:. Yau? Ring may be ſtoin too ſo yourBrace of unpriaea- 
ble K ſtimat ions, the one ischut {rail and; the — 
1 ſua l. 44 1338 or a, that way, accompli 
Courtier, rould hazard the ng both 3 
21 oh, 


033 © 


* 


Del. Your Italy contains none ſo acc 
Courtier to convince the Honour öf my 


tunity to fliend. 1 


herein too, 
"World. | 


* fuaſionz and 1 doubt v. 
. worthy of, b) your Attempt. 


that commen 


of hers, which you imagine ſo reſerv et. 
pPeoſt. Ewill wage againſt your Weh My 


liſh'd a 
126 if 


* 


in the holding or loſs of that, vom term her frail, T'do 
7 be doabt᷑ you have ſtore of Thieyes, notwidliſtand- 
1 1 e i 3 ens : For 1 8 
* in. Let us leave here, Gentlemen. 

FPaſt. Sir, with all. my Hearr. This worthy.Stgnior, - 
I chank him, makes no Stranger of me, we are fami- 

. "har at 'firft. ; #4 "1 


ar not my Ring. 


* — 


Ach. With Gvetime fo much Gonveffatton; L md 


get Ground of your fair Miſtreſs ; make ber go back, 
even to the yielding, had I admittance, and Oppor- 


Z ( Ty 949 
Lath. I dare thereupon pawnthe Moiety of m 


4 
7 


to your Ring, which in my Opinion Ge f [ame- 
thing: but! make my wager ratheragainſt your 'Confi- 


* 


"Poſt. You are 4 great deal/abus'd in to bald 4 per- 
t not you'd füſtain what yore 
„ NN 

Poſt. A Repulſe; though your Attempt, as you call 
it, deſerves more; a*Punifhment too. 


Phil. Gentlemen, enough of this; it came in too fad- 


” » i” 


denli, let. it die as it wat born, and I pray-yolt be bet- 


” 9 


ter acquainted. 1 


lach. Would I had p ernte an ny Neigh- 
0 1 


bour's, on th' N en of what I have ſpoke. 
Poſt. What Lady wauld you. chooſe to affail? 
Iach. Yours; whom in.cotiftancy you think; ſtands ſo 
ſafe. I will Jay you ten thonſand Duckets to yaur Rin 
+ La to the Court where your Lady is, Wich 
no more Advantage than the Opportunity ot a ſecond 
Conference, and. Iwill bring from thence that. Honour 


Ring I hold dear as my Finger, tis, part of it. 
N 10 You are a Friend, and bac ao) 1 2 if you 


- tkerye 


buy. Ladies. Fleſn at a Million a Dram, au cannot pre- 


1 * 


* 
1 


+ 
- 
£ 


— 


14 CymMmBELINE. 


in you, that you fear. 


eee en n 21 e. 
 Teryeit from taiating; but I ſee you have ſome Religion 


Pet. This is but a Cuſtom in your Tongue; you bear 


0 


_ a graver Purpoſe, I hope. 


Iach. I am the Maſter of my Speeches, and would un- 
dergo what's ſpoken, I ſwear. E Ou 
.. Poſt, Will you? I ſhall but lend my Diamond 'till your 


return; let there be Covenants drawn between's, My 


| Miſtreſs exceedsin goodneſs, the hugeneſs of your unwor- 


Wen. Dilpatch, 


your Miſtreſs ; my ten thou 
Jour Diamond too; if I come off, and leave her in ſuch 
Honour as you have truſt in; ſhe your Jewel, this your 
| Jewel, and my Gold are yours, provided I have your 
.. commendation, for may more entertainment. 
e 


* 
1 


. thy things. I dare you to this Match; here's my Ring. 
* Phil. | will 46 no * l 155 e e > | 
'* - Tach, By the Gods it is one; if I bring you not ſufficient 


* . 


Teftimony that I have 2 d the deareſt bodily part of 


Poft. I embrace theſe Conditions, let us have Articles 


betwirt us; only thus far you ſhall anſwer: if you make 
Jour Voyage upon her, and give me directly jo under- 
tand, you have prevail'd, I am no further your Enemy, 


ſhe is not worth our Debate. If ſhe remain unſeduc'd, you 


not making it appear otberwiſe; for your ill Opinion, 


and th' Aſſault you have made to her Chaſtity, you ſhall 


_ anſwer me with your Sword. 


Lach. Your Hand, a Covenant; we will have theſe 


things ſet down by lawſul Counſel, and ſtraight away for 


Britain, leſt the Bargain ſhould catch cold, and ftarve; I 


| willfetch my Gold, and have our two Wages recorded. | 


Poſt. Agreed. by CH ag ee 
French Will this hold, think you? | 
Phil. Signior Iachimo will not from it. 
Pray let us follow em. [Exount, 
88 CEN E 1. ' Cymbeline's Palace. 
Enter Queen, Lallies, and Cornelius with a Viel. 
Queen. While yet the Dew's on Ground gather thoſe 
_—— — ——_ >... TY | 
Make haſte. Who has the Note of them? 
Ladies. I, Madam. ON 45 : 
I kExeunt Ladies. 
| Now 


and Duckets are yours, ſo is 


C ˙ ͤ r ond hc: rr PRE «a 5 a a 8RwS4 i£6AOSO K_+ 


{ 


| Allayments to their AR, and by 8 


CyMBrLINE. 15 
Now Maſter Doctor, have you brought thoſe Drug: ? 

Cor. Pleaſeth your Highneſs, Ay ; here they are, Ma- 
But I beſeech your Grace, without Offehce [ dam; 
My Conſcience bids me ask, wherefore you have © 
Commanded of me theſe moſt poiſonous Compounds, 
Which are the movers of a languiſhing Deathz 


ien. I wonder, Doctor, 


Thou ask'ft me ſuch a Queſtion; have I not been 3 


Thy Pupil long? baſt thou not Jearn'd me ho- 

To make Perfumes? Diſtil? Preſerve? Yea ſo, 

That our 1 King ſunſet doth woe me oft 

For my Confections? Having thus far proceeded, 

Unleſs thou think'ſt me deviliſh, is it not meet 

That I did amplify my Judgment in 

Other Concluſions? 1 will try the Forces 

Of theſe thy Compounds, on fuch Creatures as 

We count not worth the hanging, but none human, 

To try the Vigor of them, a0 9 © PE 
em gather 

Their ſeveral Virtues, and Effects. 

MCT ESSE OT 
Shall from this Practice but make hard your Heart; 
Beſides, the fecing theſe Effects will be | 
Both noifome and infectious. 

Queen, O content thee, "PE 
Here comes a flattering Raſcal, upon bim [Aſfide; 
Will I firſt work; he's for his Maſter, 
An Enemy to my Son, How now, Pifanio? 
Doctor, your Service for this time is ended, 


Take your own way. 


”# 
* 
F ” TM 


va; 


1 


Cor. I do ſuſpect ou, Madam. | 5 LAſid.. | 


But you ſhall do no harm. 5 1 
Queen, Hark thee a Word. [To Piſanio. 
Cor. F do not like her. She doth think ſhe has 

Strange lingering Poiſons; 1 do know her Spirit, 


And will not truſt one of her Malice, with 


A drug of fuch damn'd Nature. Thoſe ſhe has, 
Will ſtupify and dull the Senſe a while, 


Which firſt perchance ſhe'll prove on Cats and Dogs, 
Then afterward up higher; but there is ' 


No Danger in what new of Death it makes, Mere 


. — — 
TI. — 


- 22. 4n—> 


2 CEN. 


— — —— .. ͤ ˙· . OA O_ 
4 
* 
8 ” 


—— — ͤ—ää—ä 


More mag the locking up the Spirits a time. 
* de more fr ſh, reviving 'She'is*foold 1s $84 
a mo falle Act, 15 e rt xe 6b 135 


e With Her. Fre 
kene, Dog,, A 1 


. No further"Se1 
Tn 1178 N 17 25 TY * 7 
Cor. I humbly take axe. 

_ Veep ſhe Kill, ſay thou werd 
Sbe mae vench;, ad le Iüdtrüktions e enter 
Where-Fally naw. flefles? do thon Wotk; 383 
When thou ſhalt. 10 me word * LON 
1'll el then, on. the ant, thouart' 77 . 

As great as ig t x; greater; for 5 
His Fortunes all e apesk t "and his Name 


Is at laſt Gaſp. Return he cannot, nor 
na Derek ea is; to ſhift his Being, |, 


Togo fre hangs 8nc ſery-with another, 6h 5 * 
every Day. that; comes, coines to decay 2 
A Day 's Wark in bim. What, ſhalc oor, Ake 
To be depender ons hing. that leans, ; 
Who cannot be new * nor . hl Arr. 
80 rat hut 10, er hig ? th 
Pe "0; i 2. ho N on 1 
Thou know'ft not what; bur take it for thy Labour, 
It is a thing I make, which 'hath the Ki 
Five D I do not know 
What: is more. Cor ay 1 pr'ythee. tak 911 
Je fs an Nt af ae 55 . * 19 0 ob 
That 1 meanto thee, Tell t 5 Miſtreſs how 
The CaſeRtands with her; , do't as from hy fo 
Think what a Thance thou chanceſt On; Nach 
Thou balt thy Miſtreſs ſtill; to Boot, Ba Babu 
"Who! ſhall take Notice of thee. IN move, 58 ay 
42 o any. Shape of thy N d me 
s. thou'ir-delirez, and chen my ſel | 
That; ſet>thee on to, this Deſery, e 
To Joad'thy; Merit: richly, Call my Wome f Po 
Think on my Words — A fy y, and e 
Not to be ak d; the Agent tor his Maſter, 
And-tbe Remembrancer of, her, to hold, 


Oe Hand * to . AI 1. * Se Fl 


A 8 1129 J of 
F ; + A FS. * © 4 4 : — , 4 Wy ” - *-% &S * 7 14. * N * — * 
; N — 


* 


3 
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644 Which if he rale, ſhall e:unpeople «her | 
80 Of · beidgers'forther. — 7 110M | 
4 Except ſhe bend her\Hunour, r on vet 9 1 
+ To taſteoofitoo, © -. -- | 
Enter Piſanio, and adi. 
So, ſo, well done, well dane, 1 & 8 
The iViolets, ä : hon 
Bear to my"-Clotet; :farecheciwall;Piſanio, 
50 Thinkꝛon my Moods, eren la, 
55 Piſa: nd Hall: doo O en r 
A But whewecomyge o4-Lotd: Itprovelantrue, | 
. I'll choak myſelf; — — 2 (8x. 


Enter Imo = alone, | 146 
Imo. A Father:oruel;a falſe, Fi 
.Art60lith Suitor qu — 9; 
That-hath ther ———̃ͤ — ? 
A : Myrfypreim {Crommoti-Grif;zand thoferrepeated = 
. Vexations of. hadi E been Thief ſtaln, 
| As my two Brothers; happy; but. moſtimiferadic 


1s the De ſire that's 5. beſſedebe thoſe, 
How mean ſo eder, xhav have heir l Mneſt . Wills, 
Which Seaſons comfort. Whomay:thiwbe2 ** : 
Ente mio nun lachimo. | 
Piſ. Madam, a noble Gentleman . a“, 
Comes om my Eotdiwwithiketters, 
| 2 we tos &/ 5 
The worthy Leowatns-45 in! Afety, #3 en Ni no. 
ö And greets your Highneſs . vis 2664 
= Imo. Thanks, good ir, f 
| You're kindly>welcome. 
Tach. Aloft her: that is: mn Bense rich! T 
.*Ifdſhe be furniſh'd with a Mind for rare, 
She is alone th' Arabian Bird; andi! 
Have loſt the Wager, Boldnefs:beimy Friend ; oT 
_ 5 , ſrom Head corFoot ; | 
Or like the Parthian I ſhalbfliying? 
Rather eee fly. be 2 . 


+» = 
Deb 


; zen be red w 
— ir une the ſoars > Note, 1 aꝛuboſe Nin dueſſes 7 
am moſt infrniceby wyed, ReftetFaporhim accordinglypasgon 
value your Truſs. 7 1 


80 far 1 read alaud, | 
But 


xs .. \CyMBELIN®. 


" But even the very middle of my wennn 
Is warmed by th' reſt, and take it thankfully — IN. 
You are as welcome, worthy Sir; as I 


Have words to bid you, and hall find iſo Il Tl 

In all that I can do. Al 

Iach, Thanks, faireft . * A 

W hat, are Men mad? hath *Netire ven 1 Eyes T 

To ſee this vaulted Arch, and the 1 Bh Y 

| Of Sea and Land, which can diftinguiſh — 5 C 
* The fiery Orbs above, and the twinn'd Stones B 
Upon the number d Beach? and can we net * 

Partition make with ales ſo precious 559 ii WP 

*Twixt fair and fouls | F 


Fn. Imo. What maket your Admiration? 

Tach, It cannat beifth* Eye; for Apes * Monkeys; 
"Twixt-two ſuch-She's, would: chatter this way, and 
Contenyn with mowes the other. Nor i'th' / Ju e 
For Ideots in this Caſe ot Favour, would 4 
Be wiſely definit- Nor in the Ap petite 
Sluttery to ſuch neat Excellence oppos'd, 15 
Should make Deſire vomit emptin ern. 

Not ſb altlar'd' to feed. wa 942 2 11 ; 
Imo. W hat is the Matter trow! ?: - ä | | 
lach. The cloyed- Will, . 1 60 

| That ſatiate yet. uaſatiify'd Deſire, that Tub | 

Both fill'd and running: — ys the Lamb, 

Longs after for the Garbage — | p 
Imo. What, dear Sir, e e 

Thus raps you? are you — . | 
Iach, Thanks, Madam, well; beſeech you, kür- 

Deſire my Man's abode, where I dd; leave: him; 


hed tm. ad 


L 21 


r / / / VERB IO 'y en. 


He's ſtrange and peeviſ n. [To Piſanio, 
Piſ. I was going, Sir, 1 8 1 
To give him weleo me. 
Imo. continues well my Lord #3654 
His Health, beſeech you? 


1. Well, Madam. 
| Imo. Is he diſpos'd to Mirth 2. I hope he i is. 
lach. Exceeding pleaſant; none'a . N 
| | 45 80 merry, and ſo. gumelome, he is _ 
The Britain Revelſer. 
imo. When he was kere | 5 -Srvr Fact oe 
24 | He 


fo 


1 of me, or what 3 pray you, 15 


_OCvMBELINE. 19 
He did inellne to Sadneſs, and oft times 
Not knowing why. 
Iach. 1 never ſaw him fad. | 
There is a Frenchman his Companion, one 
An eminent Monſieur, that It ſeems much loves 
A Gallian- Girl at home. He Furnaces 
The thick ſides from' him; whiles the jolly Brizain, | 
Your Lord I mean, laughs from's free Lungs, cries oh!-- 
Can my Sides hold, to think, that Man who knows 
By Hiſtory, Report, or his own Proof 
Whas Woman is, yea, what ſhe cannot chuſe 
But muſt be, will - free. Hours ns" 1157 
For aſſur'd iro 
Imo. Will m ag ter. 
lach. Ay mit 5 Eyes in ood with Le. 
It is a —— to be b 
And hear him mock the — Lonb WT 
But Heavens know ſome Men are much to ck 5 
Imo. Not he, I hope. | 
lach. * — be. But yet Hear as Bounty towards him 
m1 W ate 275% 
Be us'd 1 thankfully. In bimſelf nis much od. 
In you, which I aecountrhis/beyond:all; Talente, 
Whilſt Jam bound to w wonder, 1: mien 9 of 


To pity too. 12214 15 1 Fay fo gat 
Imo. What do you pity, sir? 1 ds 202759 
Iach. Two Creatures Ban ad em vet ann 


Imo. Am Tone, Sir? 


You look on me; What wrack diſcern you in — x 


Deſeryes your pity 3/- mY l 51 35673 bun iet ae 
lach. Lamentable! bet . 0 WI 
To hide me from the radiant Sun, and folaee + 1 
Fth' Dungeon by a Snuff? OO aero age? 7 Tala 4 65 | 
Imo. I pray you, Sir, 175 lie d yo &T 


ts with more openneſs your Anſwers, 
_ Demands. Why do — pity me? 
"I That others do, 1 
I was about to ſay, e 1 5 font 
It is an Office of the to "gw it, H Sen 
Not mine to ſpeak on t. 24 1 b. wor 
Imo. You:do ſeem to know | 


wo Cry! mapa tilNnÞ. 


"Yince doubting:thing e eee 
Than to be ſure they do; For Certaintiee 
Either are paſt Ae en tor timely — 
5 55 Remedy 1 ; Difcovercome 

at hahe u i purzan R ae te 
Iach. Had 1 — | | | 
Towbathe my) Lips upon; chis-Hend, mhoſe-10uch, 14 

-Whoſe 2 rene feeler's:Soul I 0 
To tin this. Object ich a» 
Takes — wee ee eee, | St 
Fixing it fly herez: ould: 1,vdamn'd _— 
Slaver wit uus ommonas theiStairs/! 17785 . 
That mount the Capitol? join . 1 

—— hard with e The. = 
Baſe — the Sneakley Lage . Fe 
That's fed with ſwakiugrral low — F T 
Tharalb rhe Piogmer:otrblell — 0 3+ 

Encounter ſuch Revolt, 2 „ : 

T 
C 
þ 
1 
] 
] 
] 


c i. diy Dod, Ii far; > | L 35% m4 £911 
Has forgot Britain. 
Aab. Jad hin ff prion: 
Inclistch v0 this rell gene. & did ;: 
The Beggevy-6fiiis! 3 8 
That from my muteſt Conſrience, to oy _ 
Charms this Report ot. ; 
imo. Let me hear nortwore. er „ per 5 
Iach. O deareſt Soul ! your Conſedodfrike mopHear ( 
VW ith/Piry, inhatidetb mihemetfack. : Ley =o 
So fair, and faſtned to an Empery; © C2977 
Would make the great'ſt Ki double; n beser 
With Tonboeys hin- wiel ſe)fiExhiibition, 
Which your own Coffers yitld!< win aas enters 
To play with all Infirmities for Gold, 
Which rotteaneſs can dend Nmute? "Sactrhoyd-uf 
As well might poiſon ?Poiſon x Bere ven gd 
Or ſhe that bore you was no Queen,and\Fou | 
Recoil pom een n . f 
Imo. Revengd? old ant nh et 1 
How ſhould I be reveng'd it rue bestrue, $014; in 50 1 
As I have ſuch a Heart, that ns e 
ITT hafte abuſe;-if iti ber true, 9 3 from - 
> ow 


P * 
2041571 
&” 
nd * — b 3 a 
3/22 . nien 


irt 
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How ſhall Ie revenge d: a f 1371 | POW £ 154 © 
lach, Show d'he-makesme 2 oo Tr 
Live lie Diana's cPriefty nin — 
While inns) — 1 pre „n 
In your Deſpight, upon your Put 6; |cenenſoil. - 
] late: my felß to your. ſweer g leaſures | 
vas noble · than that · Runagate to-your: ei. | | 
And, wilt” go er I 08 
sun Ulofe; ab fur He om nk 
Imo. What ho, Fils! | 
Iach Det rheiniy Service tenden on cyon pra, | 
Imo. Away Uddicondemmmine>Edps;.thethaver: 
So long attended thees If thou avertrhonagrable: | 
Thou wouldſti have coldithis Tale for Virtues: not 
For ſuch an end thou ſeek Mi- ambaſe, as 1 
Thou wrong'ſt a Gentleman, who is as far 
Fram«ky:Reporty as thonfeem Honour ;- and. 
Sollicitifiiherea:Ladyy that \difdainso : + {od 
Thee, and the Devikalike-'! What, heg«.Poſinis N 
The King my Father {Hall eee, wer iti 
Of thy⸗ Aﬀauley" if he: ſhall: thinkait fit 
A ſawcy Stranger any his. Gourt; toedartꝰ 
As in a Ramiſiꝭ Stem and⸗to Ex pound 
His beaſthy Mind: to us; he hath a. Courte 
He little cares for, and a Daugbter, whanz; | -, : - | 
He not reſpects at all. What ho, Piſana 
Iach. O happy Leomatus, I maji ſays, "iq 471 
The Credit; that thy Lady hach of these . 7 
Deſerves thy Truſt, and "hy moſt — 
Her afſur'd Credit; bleſſed tveiyowlong, { "0 
A Lady to the worthieft Sir; that ever #A 
Country call d his.;- and you: his Miſtreſs, 07 nag 67 
For the moſt worthieſt fit. Give me your: nee 
I have ſpoke this, to know if your Affi ance | 
Were deęply. rooted and · hall: male your Lords... 
That which he+is;..new: o' er; and 5 121 of] 
The trueſt mannerid; ſuch a hply; Witehs n 1 
That he inchants Societies into 3 F n ber 
Half all Mens Hearts are his. nl: 
Imo. You make amends. N 
Iach. He ſits mongſt. Men, like: attefrende Gods] 
Us hath a kind of Honour: ſeta him off, | 
; More 


28 CTMBELINE. 
More than a mortal ſeeming. Be not angry, 
Moſt mighty Princeſs, that 1 have. 3 N 5 
To try your taking of a falſe Report, which hath 
Honour d with Conſiemation your Shue Judgment, 
In the Hlection of a Sir, ſo rare, 
Which you know cannot err. The Love 1 bear him, 
Made me to fan you thus, but the Gods made you, 
Unlike all others, chaffleſs. Pray „your Pardon. 

Imo. All's well, sir, take my ower i' ih · Court for 

yours. 

lach. My bumble: Thanks; 1 had almoſt Set 
T' intreat your Grace, but in a ſmall Requeſt, 
And yet of Moment toe, for it concerns 
Vour Lord; my ſelf, and 2 Noble Friends | 
Are Partners in the Buſineſs. WT, is 6 

Imo. Pray what is't? 

Iach. Some dozen Romans of us, and. your: Lord, 


The beſt Feather of our Wing, have mingled Sums 


To-buy a-Preſent for the Emperor: 
Which I, the Factor for the reſt, have done 
In France; tis Plate of rare Device, and Jewels 
Of rich and exquifite Form, their Values great; 
And I am ſomethin ng curious, being ftrange, 
To have them in ſafe ſtowage: Ne it . = X 
To take them in Prote ion. T 
Ane. Willingly; | 
And pawn mine Honour for thei 8 Gnee ve 
My Lord hath Intereſt in een 1 way keep ee 
In my Bed- chamber. . 
ach. They are in a Trunk x 
Attended by my Men: I will make bold 
To ſend them to you, only for this ar | 
I muſt abroad to Morrow, 
Imo. O no, no. 
ach. Yes, I beſeech you: Or I ſhall ſhort my v Word 
By lengthening my Return. From Galli, 
I creſt the Seas on purpoſe, and on * 
To ſee your Grace. 1 
Imo. | thank you for your Pains Me lis 3 
But not away to Morrow. . 15 55 
ach. O, 1 muſt, Madam. 
Therefore 1 ſhall beſeech you, if you pleaſe. 
To 


CyMBELINE „ 


To greet. your Lord with writing, do't to N ish. | 
J have out-ſtood my time, which is material 


Ire th' tender of our Preſent. 


Imo. I will write: 


Jsend your mo to me, it ſhall be cake kept, | 


Ald _ Tas you: You" re _ welcome. Fs 


ACT l. SCENE. I. 
SCENE 4 Palace. 


Enter Cloten, and two Lords, 


AS there eyer Man had. ſuch luck! when 
I kiſs'd the Fack upon an Up-caft, to be 
hit away! 1 had an hundred Pound on't; and then a 
whorſon Jack-an-Apes muſt take me up for Swearing, 
as if 1 had borrow'd mine Oaths of him, and might 4 
not ſpend them at my Pleaſure, _ 

1 Lord. What * cet he by that? you have broke bis 
Pate with your 

2 Lord: If his Wit had been like him chat broke i it; it 
would have run all out. 

Clot. When a Gentleman is diſpoſed to foot; it is 
not for any Standers by to curtail his Oaths. Ha? 

2 Lord. No, my Lord: Nor crop the Ears of them. 

Clot. W horſon Dog! I'give Wann ? Would 
be had been one of my Rank. 

2 Lord. To have ſmelt like a Fool. 

Clet. I am not vext more at any thing in the Earth, —a 
Pox on't. I had rather not be ſo Noble as I am; they 
dare not Fight with me, becauſe of the Queen my Mo- 
ther; eve 4 Jack-ſlave hath: his Belly full. of Fighting, 
and I muſt go up and down like a Cock, that no body 
can match. 

2 Lord. You are a Cock and a Capon too, and you 
crow Cock, with your Comb, ' lde. 

Clot. Say 't thou? | 

2 Lord. it is not fit your Lordſhip mould undertake 


Clot. 


eve 5 Companion, that you give offence to. 


t. No: I know that: But it is fit I ſhould com- 
mit Offence to my Inferiors, 2 Lora, 
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2 Lords; Mx, it 18ofit For q Lordſhip on. 
Clot. Vite Iiſay . 
1 Lord,” Did you hear of a:Shranger that's. come to; 
Court to Night? ; 
Clot. MSra ger, and net know on't 2: [nor. ; 
Land. Hels a: ſtrange/ Fellow himſelf, and knows it 
1 Lord. There's an Tralian come, and * *tis thought one 
of Nonatus's Friends. * 

Clorg Leonatus + Arbamih'd Raſcahy andhe's another, 
wherefoever he be. "Who told you of this Stranger? 

1 Lord. One of your Lordfhip's Pages. 

Clot. Is it u I ent to look ofon bima2 I there no 
derogation in't? 

2 Tord. Vu cannot deregate; my- Lord. 

Glan Not eaſily, .Ithinki -- , 

2 Lordi Vouarea Foob granted; therefore pour fies 
being Fooliſn, doonatvderega te. £18 

Oos Come; 1'llgoſeethis Inalinus: Whats kaveloftto: 
Day;atiBbwls,:.1'11 winecoNight of bim. 2997 ge . 

2 Lord. I'll attend your: Lortl ſhip. - | [Ex18cClot.. 
That ſucha crafiyuDevilas his: Moher, G 
Should yield the World this Aſaz. Woman, that: 
Bvars all down wich cher Brain, and this her Son, 
Cannot take two from twenty re 1+ el r 
Aud leave Eighteen- Alas, poor Princeſas 
Thou divine-/[#:0ges; whar>thow cendinſt, ö 
Boewixe a Father by; thy Szep-damei goverald,. 
A Mother cthourly:icoinmng:Plots ; ;aWooer;:. 
More hateful than the foul Expulſion is 
Of chy dear HusbandZthanithaschorrid Amt 
Of the: div orce . hell make the Heavau hold Kean. 
Phe Walls of thy dear Hdneur;:keepwnſhaktds 
That Templethy fair Mind. that ahou may iſt ſtand 
I enjoy thy bagiſh'd Load : And this great Land- Exc. 


SLICE NE ö "magnificent bed chambet, in one 
| Part of ut a large Trunk, A, 


— 7 7 ' 4 
3 — is > be, reading in ler Bed; « Lady atepdings 


Imo. Who's there? My Woman Helen? 
Lady Pleaſe you, — a 
Ino. What Heusdssit? ? 0 77979 


Lan- Ae Midaight,. Madam... 


Fold down the Leaf where l have left, to Bed 


Thus in a Chapel lying. Come off, come off. 


WH force him think I have pick'd the Lock, and ta'en 
| | B | 


Imo. I have read three Hours then, mine Eyes are weak, 


Take not away the Taper, leave it 8 

And i thou canſt awake by four o'th' Clock, 

Ipry'thee call 'me--- Sleep hath ſeiz'd me wholly, 

ä % 

To your Protection I commend me, Gods, 

From Fairies, and the Tempters of the Night, 

Guard me, beſeech ye. [Sleeps. 

Stand: © © [achimo riſes ſrom the Trunk. 
Iach. The Crickets ſing, and Man's 0'er-l:bour'd Senſe 

Repairs it ſelf by Reſt: Our Tarquin thus 

Did ſoftly preſs the Ruſhes, ere he waken'd 

The Chaſtity he wounded. Cytherea, 8 

How bravely thou becom'ſt thy Bed! Freſh Lilly, 

And whiter than the Sheets! That I might touch, 

But kiſs, one kiſs — Rubies unparagon'd 

How dearly they do't —— 'Tis her Breathing that 

Perfumes the Chamber thus: The Flame o'th' Taper 


» Bows toward her, and would under-peep her Lids, 


To ſee th' incloſed Lights now Canopy'd 

Vander the Windows, white and Azure, lac'd ©. 
With Blue of Heav'ns own tinct — but my Deſign's 
To Note the Chamber —— I will write all down 
Such, and ſuch Pictures — there the Window, — ſuch 
Th* Adornment of her Bed —- the Arras, Figures —- 
Why ſuch, and fuch-—- and the Contents o'th' Story--— 
Ah, but ſome natural Notes about her Body, 

Above ten thouſand meaner Moveables | 
Would teftifie, enrich mine Inventory. 

O Sleep, thou Ape of Death, lye dull upon her, 
And be her Senſe but as a Monument, | 


[ Taking off her Bracelet, 
As ſlippery as the Gordian-knot was hard. 
*Tis mine, and this will witneſs outwardly, - 
As ſtrongly ss the Conſcience does within, 
To th' madding of her Lord. On her left Breaſt 
A Mole Cinque-ſpotted —— Like the Crimſon Drops 
I'th' bottom of 'a Cowſlip. Here's a Voucher, 
Stronger than ever Law could make: This Secret 


The 
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The Treaſuteof her Honour. No more — to what e343 | 
Why ſhould 1 write this down, that's rivetted, 
Screw'd to my Memory, She hath been reading late, | 
The Tale of Tereus, here the Leati's turn'd down | 
Where Philomele gave up —— T have enough, 
To th' Trunk again, and ſhut the Spring of it. 
Swift, ſwift, you Dragons, of the Night, that dawning 
May bear the Raven's Eye: I — 1 in fear 
Though this a heats Angel, Hell is here. [Clock frikes: 
One, two, three: Time, time. 

| e goes into the Trunk, the Scene cle. 


E C E N E III. The Palace. 


Enter Cloten and Lords. | oy 

1 Tord. Your « Lovdſhip is the-moſt patient Man. in 
loſs, the moſt coldeſt that ever turn'd up Ace. 
Clot. It would make any. Man cold to loſe. _ 
1 Lord. But not every Man patient, after the nable. 
Temper of your Lordſhip; you are moſt. hot and. fur © 
rious, when you Win. 

Clot. Winning will put any Man into ens; I 1 


could get this fooliſh Imogen, 1 ſhall baus HO: Lo ; 


It's almoſt Morning, is't not? 
I Lord, Day, my Lord. ; 
Clot. I would this Muſick would come: 15 am adviſed to 


| give her Muſick a Mornings, they ſay it will dename. 


Enter Muſicians... 
Come on, Tune; if you can penetrate here wich. your 
Fingering, ſo; we'll try with, Tongue too; if none 
will do, let her remain : But I'll, never give oer. 
Firſt, a very exce lent good conceited thing; after a 
wonderful ſweet Air, with-admirable rich Words to 
it, and then let her conſider. | 


SONG. 1 c 


Hark, hark, the Lark at Hedu'n's Gate 1 ings, 1% 
And Phoebus gins ariſe, 833 
His Steeds to Water at thoſe Sprangs | : GS 
On chalic'd Flow'rs that lys : 
And winking Mary-buds begin to ope their Gallen E yes 5 
With rorry thing that pretty is, my Lady * weet ariſe: 
6 | rife ariſe. 


" ; 
P34 g CE; 
* 


So, 


4 
2 
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augene wes if this penetrate, I willconfider your 
ek the better: If it do not, it is a Vice in her Ears, 
which Horſe-Hairs, and Cats-Guts, ! nor the Voice of 
unpay'd Eunuch to boot, ean never a mend. 


Enter Queen and el. 


2 Lord. Here comes the King. 
Clot. I am glad I was up ſo late, for that the 4 


I was up ſo early: He cannot chuſe but take this Ser- 


vice I have done, Fatherly- Good! Morrow to your - 


Mafefty, and gracious Mother, 


0ym. Atterid you here theDoorof our tern Davghrer? | 


Will ſhe not forth? 

Clot. 1 have affail'd her- with Muſicks, but ſhe vouch- 
ſafes no Notice. 

Cym, The Exile of her Minion is too new. 
She hath not yet forgot him, ſome more time 


Muſt wear the Print of his Remembrance out, 


And then ſhe's yours, 

Queen. Lou are molt bound to the King, 
Who lets go by no Yang, that may 
Prefer you to his Daughter: Frame your ſelf 
To orderly. Solicits, and. befriended 
With aptneſs of the Seaſon; make Denials 
Encreale your Services; ſo ſeem, as if 
You are inſpir'd to do thoſe Duties which 
You tender to her : That you in all obey her, 
Save when Command to your Diminen tends, 
And therein you are ſenſeleſs, _ 


Clot. Senſeleſs ? notſlo, KY — 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


11 0 $0 lie you, Sir, Ambaſladors from „ene, 
The one is Caius Lucius. 
Cym. A worthy Fellow. ; 

Albeit he comes on angry parpors now; 2 
But that's no Fault of his: We muſt receive bn | 
Actordinit to the Honour of his Sender, | 
Ane — 2 bimfelf, his Goodneſs' fore · ſpent on 
We muſt extend our Notice: Our dear 8Sonu, 


When you have given god Morning to your Miſtreſs, 


Attend the Queen; and us, we ſhall have need 
B 2 | T 'employ 


| 
1 
i 
[ 
] 
1 
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ee this Roman. Come, our Queen, 
xeunt, 
- Clor./1f ſhe be up, 1 I'll ſpeak 1 8 7 ber; Fx wy 9 
# Lan ber lye till, and dream: By your leave ho! 
-I know her Wamen are about her what 
I I do line oi of their Hands -*Tis Gold 
"Which buys Admittance, oft it doth, yea, and makes 
'Diana"s Rangers falſe themſelves. and yield up 
Their Deer to:th': ſtand; o*ch* Stealer: And tis Gold 
Which mak es the True man kill'd, and ſaves the Thief; 
Nay,fometimes han sboth Thief, aud True- man: What 
Can it not ds, and undo? I will: make 
Oue of her Women Lawyer to me, for 
I yet not underſtand the Caſe ay; ſelf. 
By your leave. = 


[neck 


Enter a Lally. : Pe 
Lady, Who's er that knocks? 5 oy 3 


Clot. A Gentleman. 

Lady, No more? GEE. 
Clot. Yes, and a Gentlewoman's 80. 
Lady. That's more e 

Than ſome whoſe Tailors : are as dear 28 yours,” 
Can juſtly boaſt of: What's y your, Lordſhip's Pleaſure? 
Clot. Your Lady's Perſon,” is ſhe ready? 
Lady. Ay, to keep her Chamber, __ 

CM. There is Gold for you, 

Sell me your good Report. 


D 


bd 


Lady. How, my good Nate 6 or to report of 
_ What 1 Shall think is good. The Princeſs. you 
5 Enter Imogen. 


lot. Good Morrow Faireſt, Siſter your 3 Hand. 


I. Good Marrow;Sir, you lay out too much Pains 
For purchaſing but Trouble: the Thanks l. gire, 

Is telling you that I am poor of rene 

And fcarce can ſpare them. 


Clot. Still I ſwear I love you.. 
Imo. If you'd but ſaid ſo,*cwere 2s 4. 
97 you ſwear ſtill, your Recomprnce. is 


17 bare, 
uw, 
That I regard it not. 


lot. This is no Anſwer. | 


Joy * you ſhall not 0 1 yield — lem. 


1d, 


1 will not. 
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I would not ſpeak, I pray 
I ſhall unfold equat Diſcourteſy 6 1 51969 180 2d © 
To your beſt Kindneſs: One of your great knowing 
Should learn, being taught, Forbearance, | 
Cor. To leaveyou in your Madneſt, twere my Sin, 


« 


Imo. Foals are not mad Folks, - 


2 Clot. Do you- call. me Fool? 


Imo. As I am mad i do: © 
If you'll be patient, I'll no more be mad. 
That cures us both, 1 am much ſorry, Sir, 
You put me to forget a Lady's Manners | 
being ſo verbal And learn now for all, | 
That 1 which know my Heart, do here pronounce 


By th very truth of it, 4 care not for yu, 


And am fo near the lack of Charity | 
To accuſe my ſelf, 1 hate you: which l had rather 


You felt, than make't my boaſt. 


Clot. You fin againſt - 


Obedience, which you owe your Father; for 


The Contract you pretend with that baſe Wretch, 
One; bred of Alms, and foſter'd with cold Diſnes, 
With ſcraps o'th” Court, it is no Contract, none; 
And though it be allow'd in meaner Parties, 
Yet who than he mi re mean, to knit their Souls 
On whom there is no more dependency 

But Brats and Begpary, in ſelf- figurd knor, 

Yet you are cu-b'd from that Enlargement by 
The conſequence 0'ch' Crown, and muſt not foil 
The "10/2055 Note of it; with a baſe Slave, 

A Hilding for a Livery, a Squire's Cloth, 


A Pantler; not ſo eminent. 


Imo. Prophane Fellow: PN EINE 
Wert thou the Son of Jupiter, and no more 
But what thou art beſides, thou wert too baſe 
To be his Groom: thou wert dignify'd enough, 
Ev'n to the point of Envy, if 'twere made 


Comparative for your Vi tues, to be ſtil'd 


The under Hangman of his Kingdom; and hated 


For being preferr'd ſo well. 
Quiet. The South-fog rot him; 


. Im. 
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Imo. He never gan meet more dear 
o be but nam'd of thee. His meanelt eee 


That ever hath: but elipt his Body, is * 


In my reſpect, chah all the; Mairs above thee, +, 


Mere they all made: ſugh Men. * e 


Enter Piſanio. 
Clot. His Garment? No the Devil. 2 1 DEG 
Imo. To Dorothy, my: Wamaa, bea. greſenuy. 
Clot. His Garment?: x 
Imo. I an ſprighted with a Fool, 1 7 s 0 
Frighted, and angred morſe : Go bid a Vow | 
Search for a Jewel, chat ted coſually. / 


HFath left mine-arm=*it: was thy Maſter” 20 Shrew me 


8 That I kiſs ought but him. 


If I. would loſe: it for a Revenue 1 + | + | 
Of any King's in Eureps. Ido WW... 
I ſaw't this Morning; confident I m, 


Laſt Night twas on my Arm; I kiſs'd * bh a7 NE bo 


J hope it be nor gone; to tell my Os 


- Piſ. Twill flet be loſt. iy 6901 #5 4} 
Imo. I hope for yo and. bench, tot s 

Clos. You have abus d me His meaneſt Garment 
Imo. Ay, I faid fo, Sir, 7 


I you will make't an Action, call wel t. 


Clor 1 will inform your Father. 5 = 
Imo. Your Mother too; 


She's my good Lady; and will conceive, I hopt,:- 


But the worſt of me. Sa I leave you or: ri 


To ti worſt of Diſcontent. let. 
Clet. I' be reveng d; of 1 54725 * 

His meaneſt Garment 2 Well. 1 * 
J Nen Roſs, een 


Exrter Poſthumus, and Philaris. 
Poſt. Fear it not, Sir; 1 would 1 were ſo ſure. | 
To win the King, as : am bold, Nr. OE »: 1 
Will remain. hers. 9 
Phil, What means do. you make to him}. 
Poſt... Not any, but ahide the change Time, 
Quake in the preſent Winter's ſtate, and wiſh. 


* e 


That warmer Pere would come; 3 in theſe Jeu 9 . | 
« Wo | 22 


4 
had bud 


I cz '-> = was a 


ne 1 barely ** your 3 thay filing 
#2 I. muſt, die muck your Debtor: 
Phil. Your very Geadae(s,, "nd your Company, 
O'erpays all I can do. By this your: King 


0? Hath heard of great Auguſus; Cairns Lucius | Went | 
r Will do's ' Commilſion twoughly.-. And 1 think 

q He'll grant the Tribute; ſend th' Arrearages, A: 

7 Or look upon our Rasant, eee | 


Is yet freſh in their, Grief... 
Poſt, 1 do believe, 555 
| Statiſt though I am none; nor uke to en r 
I That this will proye a War; and you ſhall hear : 
e The Legion now in Gallia, ſooner landed 7 
In our not- fearing Britain, than have 1 idiags-- 
Of any penny Tribute pad. Our Counteymen- 
Are Men more-order'd tun when Julius Ceſar 
Smil'd at their lack of Skill, but found their Courage 
Worthy his trawning at Their Diſcipline, * 
Now mingled: with their Courages, will make known” 
To their Approvers, they are People, Ap 
| Fhat mend upon the. World. eff apc 10 ins 
Enter lachimo. AP r ood 77 
Phil. See lachimas ou. En : 8 
Poſt, The fwiftel Harts have polbed-you 1 Land; 
And Winds: of alle Corners kiſsd eur . * 
To make your VelE-l nimble. + - v4 105 
TIN We'come, Sit. 
I hope the Brie fneſs 8 your Anfwer made. ; 
The ſpeedineſs of aun c e 1 a 
| lacks Youri Lady, | 1225 
Is one of the faireſt dbot ever I e ee 7 
Poſt. And/therewithal-the beſt, or let her Beauty | 
Look through a Caſement to aliure- falſe . | 
And be falſe with them. 
Iach. Here are Letters for you. 
Poſt, Their Tenure: good, I ao 


} 


r 
6 * 


* 


Tach, Tis very like. 

Pe ft. Was Cwuus Lutius bw as aritain Court, 
When you were there? = 8 % 

lach. He was expected. wer. dy n en 
But not e R 1020 4 1 = . 7 


aT 8 4 | Poſt; 


\ 


32 cr iI 6. 


Poſt, All is well yet. | FEY EIT 
Sparkles this Stone as it er IN or ive nor i 
Tos. dull for your good wearing? | n 

lach. If I have loſt it, * 

1 ſhould have loſt the Worth of it in e 410 

eln make a Journey twice as far, t'enſo yx 

A ſecond - Nigbt of ſuch ſweet Shortneſo, which | 

Was mine in Britain, for the Ring is won. | 

Poft, The Stone's too hard to come . 25 8 

lach. Not a whit, 

Your Lady being fo eaſy. 

Poſt, Make ow Spe 406 Wn, 

Your Loſs, your Sport; 1 = you know that we > 
Muſt not continue: iends, - > 

lach. Good Sir, we' 'muſt, 1 
If you keep Covenant; had 1 not bead 5 
The Knowledge of your Miſtreſs bome, I grant 
-We were to queſtion farther; but I now _ 
Profefs my felf the winner of her Honour, 2 
Together with your Ring; and not the Wronger get 
t her, or you, having - proceeded but i 
By both your Wills. . e 

Poſt. If you can make't ap} n 
That you have taſted her in Bed ? my Hans; 

And Ring is yours, If not, the foul Opinion oy 
You had of her poor Honour, gains, or loſes M4 
Your Sword cr mine, or maſterleſs Ne N 

To who ſhall find them. 

lach. Sir, my Circumſtance: 

Being ſo near the Truth, as I will wide them, 
Muſt firſt ivduce you to beMfeve; whoſe Strength 
I will confirm with. Oath, which 1 doubt not. 
You'll give me leave to ſpare, when you ſhall find 
1 Tou need it not. 
Poſt. Proceed, © 5 
| lach. Firſt, her Bed- chamber, 
| Where I confeſs 1 flept not, but tel 
| Had that was well worth Watching, it was bang d 
With Tapeſtry of Silk and Silver; the Stor 
Proud Clespatra, when ſhe met her Roman, 


955 And Ciduus ſwell's above as * or for | 9 


E A ara. ad ><” 
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The Preſs of Boats, or Pride: A piece of Work 
So bravely done, ſo rich, that it did ſtrive 
In Workmanſhip, and Value, which I wonder'd 
Could be ſo rarely, and ex: 2 I 
Since the true Lite on't was- 

Poſt. This is true; 
And this you might have beard of his, by * 
Or by ſome other. 

ach. More particulars . | | 
Muſt juſtify my Knowledge. 
|  Pofs, So they muſt, [oY 
Or do your Honour lajury. 

Jach. The Chimney - > 
Is South the Chamber, and the Chimney-piece | 
' Chaſte Dian, bathing; never ſaw 1 Figures 
So likely to report themſelves; the Cutter 
Was as another Nature dumb, out-went her, 
Motion and Breath left out. | 
| Poſt, This is a thing 

| Which you might” from Relation likewiſe read, 

Being, as it is, much ſpoke of. 
lach. The Roof o'th' Chamber 3. 
Wich golden Cherubims is fretted. Her 8 
I had forgot them, were two winking  Cypids 
Of siwer, each on one Foot 1 8 
Depending. on their Brands. | 

is is her Honour; 

Let it« be granted you have ſeen all "thin * pate 


Be given to your Remembrance, the Defcripzion "OE, 


Of what is in her Chamber, nothing ſaves 
The Wager you have laid. Fa 

lach. Then if you can [Pulling out the * 
Ze pale, 1 beg but leave to air this Jewel: Set 
And now tis up again; it muſt be married _ 
To that your Diamond. III keep them, 
' Poſt, Fove! 
Once more let me bebold it: Is it that 
Which I left with her? 

lach. Sir, I thank her, that: 
She ftrip'd it from her Arm, | ſee ber'y yer, 
Her pretty Action did ou:-ſel} her Giſt, ; 

Bs | Ani 


_ r IS Foun n = 
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And ye; #arieb'd ie too; ſhe: gave *. to 1 2% 
And ſaid ſne pris d it once. 38311 © q x75 Lied gf? 

% May be, the t off. ee, 
To ſend it me. 20 

Iach. She writes ſom you? doth he? | 

Poſt. O no, no, no, *tis true. Here take this 290, 


I.it is a Bablisk unte wine Eye, ++ 


Kills me to look on't : Let there be: no Hanovr,. © 
Where there is Beauty, Truth, where Semablance, Lave, 
Where there's another Man, The Vows of. Women 
Of no more Bondage be, to where they are made, 

Than they are to their Virtues, which. ba FO 0 


O, above Meaſure falſe 


1 yen. hays —— r 
nd take your Ring again: us not vet won: 
It v7 be probable ſhe loſt it; oe: 
Who knows if en oh. 9 "as wee. 
* ſtoln it from her. 21 
Very true, hn 

A ſo 1 hope be came bhy't; 8 Ss. 
Render to me ſome corporal. Sign abaut her LY 
More i than 1 for —— wo Sole. 

Lzebe Juin, I bad it from het Am. 4 
55 . Haake zou, he * v5 by Fupitor ” 1 3 
Tis true ing tis true; l am 
She could —14 D = Attendants are 
All ſworn and honourable; they indue'd to ſteal i 141 
And by a. Stranger! — no, ho hath enjoy d ber, 
The cagnizavce: of her Incontinency 
Is this: ſhe hat bought the Namaf V bore, thus dewly. 
There, take thy hire, and all the Fiends of W | 
Divide therafel ves between you! - 

Bk, Sim be patients f 
This is not; fine n 10 be beievd. Wet 


45 * 2 
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: Of one perſua well of n 7 2011) C3 


Poſt. Never talk on't; e 7 A 
She hath been colted by RW. 14 rages gant) 
Iach. If you ſeek FMS 


For further ſatisfying ; undet het Brest. 3 
Worthy the preſfing, lies a Male, right proud - 
of that moſt delicate ** By mx Life 


3 64 K 


Cru ELIN X. we 
1 viſt it; and i me. preſent hunger 
To feed — * — Full, | You: m remember, , reef? 
This ſtain upon her? 1651 a 
Poſt. Ay, and it doth — — 5 
Another ſtain, as big as Hell can, hold, 
| Were there no more but it. 
lach,. Will you hear mare? 
Paſt. Spare your Atithmetiek. 
Never 1 the. Turns: Once, ind. a Million. 
Jach. I'll be ſworn | 
Poſs,” No ſwearing: , 
If you will wear you 880 not! dong t. you liz, 
And I will kill thee if thou doſt a 
Thou ſt made me Cuckold. Y 
lach. Il deny nothi 
Poli O that L had her here, to omar Limb-meal „ 
I will go there and dot i'th. Court beſore 
Her Father I do ſomething —— 1 [Exi 
Phil, Quite beſides © | 
The Goverhmeſit of Patiefice. You haye won; 
Let's follow him, and pervert the prelſefit Wrath 
He hath againſt himſelf, 8 | 
. With all my Heart. ö r 
10 EY Enter 0 1125 ; 
| 1. Is there no way for Men to be, but Won 
Muſt be half-workers? We are all Baſtards, 
And that moſt venerable Man; which 1 a 
Did eall my Father, was, I know not where, 
When I was ſtampt. Some Coiner with his Tovls 
Made me a Counterfeit; yet my Mother ſeem'd 
The Dian of that time; fo doth my Wife | 
The Non-pareil of this Oh Vengeance, Vengetben* 
Me of my Fa wal Pleaſure ſhe teſtfain d, 
And A= 5 me oft Forbearanee; did it with 
A Pudeney f& Rofis, the ſweet View on't 
Migtie welt have warm'd old Saturn 
That I thought her 6 
As Chaſte as unſun'd Snow: Oh, all the Devils! | 
This yellow Iachimo in an Hour was t not 
Or leſs; at firſt? Perchance ſpoke not, but 
Like a 1 Fol! Ke A a COP one, 


ww 


A a 


* 
106 1 


— — — ——— 
De — * 


— 
—— — —— - 


36 .CYMBELINE, 


Cry'd oh, and mounted; found no Oppoſition | 
But what be look d for, ſhould: oppoſe, and ſhe 
Should from Encounter guard. Could I find out 
The Woman's part in me, for there's no Mocioo 
That tends to Vice in Man, but 1 afficm 11 
It is the Woman's part; be it lying, note it, 
The Womaa's; Flattering, hers; Deceiving, hers, 
Luft, and rank Thoughts, hers, hers; Revenges hers; 
Ambitions, 38 change of Prides, Diſdain, 1 
Nice-longing, Slanders, Murability: - 
All Faults that may be named, nay, that Hell knows 
Why hers, in part, or all ; or rather all. For even to Vice 


Fhey are not conſtant, but are changing ſtill; 


One Vice, but of a minute old, for one Nei 
Not half ſo old as that. I'll write againſt them. 
Deteſt them, curſe them — yet”tis greater Skill 

In a true Hate, to pray they have their Will; 


The very Devils cannot „ them donor.” | = 


ACT III. s EN E * 


SCENE. A Palace, _ OI 


* in VT Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, and . at 
ens Door: and at another, Carus Lucius and Attendants. 


cm. N o lay, what a WN Ceſar with us? 


Luc. When Julius Cry! whoſe remem- 


| brance yet” -- 

; Links in Mens Eyes, and win to Ears and Tongues 
Be Theam, and hearing ever, was in this Britain, 
And conquer'd it, Caſs 4 
Famous in Ceſar's Preifes, no whit. leſs, 7 
Than in his Feats ee it for him n bo A 
Rome; a Tribute, ot K 


elan thine Uncle, 


And his Succeſſion, grante | 
Yearly three thouſand. Pounds; which 5 thee help. 
Is left untender'd, 


uren. And to Il the wal, n eee 
Shall be ſo ever. en e r 


Clot. There be many Caſars, 


Ere ſuch anather Jalins : Britain's a World 


By it ſelf, and we will nothing pay 
| For. 
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For 88 own Noſes. 
oen. That rtunit | * 
Whieh then they had to 4 Gar to . 
We have again; remember, Sir, my Leige, 
The Kings your Anceſtors, together with | 
The natural Bravery of your Iſle, which ſtands 
As Neptune's Park ribbed, and paled in 1 
With Oaks uackalable, and roaring Waters ö 
With Sand that will not bear your Enemies Boats, 
But ſuck them up to th' Top-maſt. A kind of Conqueſt 
Cæſar made here, but made not here his brag 
Of, came, and ſaw, and overcame, with ſhame, 
The firft that ever touch'd him, he was carried 
From off our Coaſt, twice beaten 3: and his Shipping, 
Poor ignorant Baubles, on our terrible Seas, 
Like E 2g ſhells, movd upon ther Surges, crack d 
As exlily "ga inſt our Rocks. For Joy whereof, 
The fam'd f Cafbbelan, who wes once at pol... 
Oh giglet Fortune ſ to maſter Ceſar” s Sword, 
Made Lud's Town with rejoicing Fires bright, fp 5% 
And Pritains ſtrut with Courage. x 
Clos, Come, there's no more Tribute to be paid. Our 
Kingdom is ſtronger than it was at that time; and, as þ 
ſaid, there is no more ſuch Cæſars; other of them may 
have crook'd Nafes, but to owe ſuch ſtrait Arms, none. 
- Cym, Son, let your Mother end. 
Clot, We have yet miny amang us, can gripe hos | 
as Caſſibelan, I do not ſay I am one; but I have a. 
hand, : Why Tribute ? Why ſhould we pay Tribute? If 
Cæſar can hide the. Sun from us with a Blanket, or put 
the Moon in his Pocket, we will pay him Tribute fer 
Light; elſe, Sir, no more Tribute;: pray my now. 
i\Cym. You muſt know. | A 
"Till the i injurious Remans did extort 
This Tribute from-us, we were free. Ceſar s Ambition, 
Which ſwell' d ſo: much, that it did almoſt ſtretch 
The ſides o' th' World, againſt all 'Colour here, 
Did put the Yoke upon's; which to ſhake off 
Becomes a warlike People, whom we reckon 
Our ſelves to be? we do. Say then to Ceſar, 
Our Anc ſtor was that Malmutius, which 
_—_ d our Laws, whoſe uſe: * Sword of Cafar 1 
Hat 
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Hath too much mangled: whoſe-repair and franchiſe; 
Shall by the Power we hold be our good deed, [ Laws: 
Though Rome be therefore angry. n ow 
Who was the firſt of Britain, which did put 
His Brows within a golden Crown, and cad 
Himſelf a _ | 4 

Luc. I am ſorry, Cymbeline, | <q" 

That I am to pronounce Auguſtus. Caſar, let K 4 
Ceſar that hath more Kings his Servants, than 

Thy ſelf Domeſtick Officers, thine: Enemy. 120 a 
be me then. War, and Conladon 

In Cefar's Name pronounce 1 againſt thee: Look | 
For Fury, not to be reſiſted. Thus Ons | 

I thank-chee for my ſelf. 5 49 

Cym. Thou: art 5 Caius, | 

Thy C2ſar Knighted me; my Youth L ſ 80111 
Much under him: Of him, L gather d Honvur,! "24 
Wich be, to-ſeck of me again, perforce, ' | - 
Behooves me keep at utterance. I am fee, 
That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, | Ly. + 49) 571 | 
Their Liberties, are now in Arms: A * Tra 
Which not to read, would ſhew the Britains dal 2 


30 Caſar ſhall not 6 them. 


Luc. Let Proof ſ 
Clos. His Majeſty bids you Welcome. Make Paſlime 
with us a Day, or two, or longer: I. you ſeek us af- 


; terwards i in other rerms, you mall find us in Our Salts 


water Girdle: If you beat us out of it, it is yours: If 
— u fal in the Adventure, our Crows COP re the 
er for you: And there's an end. 5 a 
Loc. So, Sir. - 
Cym. I know your Maſter 5 Pleature, and he mine: 


All the Remain, is welcome, © Te. 


Enter Pilanio reading. a Leer. 
How? of Adultery? Wherefore write you bst 
What Monſters her accuſe? Lonatu! ' » 
Oh Maſter; whar a ſtrange lnſection 1 AT 
Is fall'n into thy Ear? What falfe Italian, ie 4 
As poiſonous tongu's, as handed; hath deva 
On thy too ready hearing Didoyal? r 


She's puniſh'd for her Ys and undergoes 


More Goddeſe-like, han Weihe, ſack: Aſſiults | 
As 


mas i 808 


ile; 


1 
f 
E 


That 1 have ſent her, by her own Command, 
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As would take in ſame Virtue. Oh my Maſter, 
Thy Mind to her, is no as low, as were 04 


: 


Thy Fortunes. How? That 1 ſhould Mi rther her, #74 


Upon the Love, and Truth, and Vows, which !! 


Have made to thy Command! — I her!— Her Blood! 
If it be ſo, to do good Service, never |, _ 
Let me be counted ferviceable, How look I, 

That I ſhould, ſeem to lack Humanity, e ani 
So much as this Fact comes to? Do't — the Letter. 


= 


Shall giue the Opportunity. Oh damn'd Paper! 
Black as the Ink that's on thee: Senſeleſs Bauble! _. 
Art thou a Fœdatie for this act; thou look ſtt 


So Virgip-like without? Lo here ſhe comes. 


3 o 
J am ignorant in what I am commanded. _ 
Ino. How nw. Piſanio? 
Piſ. Madam, here is a Letter from my Lord. 
Imo. Who! thy Lord? that is my Lord Leanatus? 
Oh, learn'd indeed were that Aſtrono mer 
That] knew the Stars, as L bis Characters, 
He'd lay the Future open. Lou good Gods, 
Let what is here contain'd, reliſh of Love. 
Ot my Lord's Health, of his Content, yet not 
That we two are alunder, let that grieve hims __. 
Some Griefs are medicinable, that is one of them, 


For it doth phyſick Love, of his Content, 


All but in that. Good Wax, thy leave: bleſt be 
You Bees that make theſe Lacks of Counſel. Lovers, 
And Men in dangerous Bonds pray not alike, - Z 
Though Forfeitures you caſt in Priſon, yet 


You.claſp. young Cupid's Tables: gaod News, Gods. 
on $28, 1 Reading. 4 T $ : Los watt > 
I Reet your Father's Wrath, ſhauld he take me in 


his Dominian, cauld nat be. ſo crual to me, as you, oh: 
he. deareſt of Creatures, mould even renew me with-your. 


Eyes. Take notice that I am in Cambria at Milford-Ha- 


ven: Mhas your own Laus will out of this ad uiſe you, fel- 
low. So he wiſhes you all Haptineſs, that remains Loyal 


to his Vat, and: your increaſing in Lowe. 


Leonatus Poſthumes. 
hs Oh 


— ——— — 
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Oh for a Horſe with Wings! Hear'ſt thou, Piſanio ? 


He is at Milford-Haven, Read, and fel] me 

How far 'tis thither. If one of mean Affairs 

May plod it in a Week, why may not 1 

Glide thither in a day? then, true Piſanio, | 

Who long'ft like me, to ſee thy Lord; who long'ft, 
(Oh let me bate) but not like me, yet long'ſt | 
Bur in a fainter kind —— Oh not like me; | 
For mine's beyond, beyond —-fay, and ſpeak thick: 
Love's Counſellor ſhould fill the Bores of Hearing 
To th' ſmothering of the Senſe — how far it is 
To this ſame bleſſed Milford? And by th' way 
Tell me how Wales. was made fo happy, as 
T*inherit ſuch a Haven. But firſt of all, 


How may we fteal from hence: And for the Gap ah 


That we ſhall. make in time, from our hence going, 


And our ret utn, to excuſe-----but firft, how get hence. 


Why ſhould Excuſe be born or e'er begot? © 
We'l talk of that hereafter, Prithee ſpeak, _ 
How many Score of Miles may we well ride 
*Twixt Hour and Hour? Sl og . 

Piſ. One Score twixt Sun, and Sun, 
Madam's enough for you: And too much too. 

Imo. Why, one that rode to's Execution, Man, 
Could never go ſo flow: I have heard of riding Wagers, 
Where Horſes have been nimbler than the Sands 
That runs i*th* Clocks behalf. But this is Foolery, 
Go, bid my Women feign a Sickneſs, fly  _ 


| She'll home to her Father, and provide me preſent 


A riding Suit: No coſtlier than would fit 


A Franklin's Houſewife. 


Piſ. Madam, you're: beſt. conſider, 
Imo. I ſee before me, Man, nor here, nor here, 


Nor what enſues, but have a Fog in them, 


That I cannot look thorougb. Away, I prithee, F 
Do as I bid thee ; there's no more to ſay; __ 


Acceſſible is none but Milford way, ” [Exeunt? | 


SCE N E II. A Foreſt with a Cave. 


| Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, and At viragus. 
Bel. A goodly Day, not to keep Houſe with ſuch, 
8 ; W hoſe 


> Sai AM 


And often to our Comfort, ſhall we fing 


Prouder than ruſtling in unpaid-for Silk: 


— FU 
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W hoſe Roof's as low as ours: See, Boys ! this Gate 
Inſtructs you how t'adore:the Heay*ns 5 and bows you 
To a moraing's holy Office. The Gates of Monarchs: | 
Are arch'd ſo. high, that Giants may get through 
And keep their impious Turbands on, without 
Good Morrow to the Sun. Hail, thou fair Hedv'a, | 
We houſe i'th* Rock, yet uſe thee not ſo hardly, 
As prouder Livers do.. : F 3:91 
Guid. Hai}, Heav'n! | | 
Arv. Hail, Heav'n! © DE Ts WP 
Bol. Now for our Mountain Sport, up to yond Hill, 
Your Legs are young: I'll rread theſe Flats. Conſider, ' 
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When you above perceive me like a Crow. 
That it is Place which lęſſens and ſets off, © 
And you may then'revelvewhar Tales I have told you, 
Of Courts of Princes, of the tricks in War, 115 
This Serviee, is not Service, ſo being done, 
But being fo allow'd. To apprehend thus, 
Draws us a profit from all things we ſee: 


SER, F ſe _ — 
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The fharded Beetle, in a ſafer hold - © 
Than is the full-wing'd Eagle. Oh this Life, 

Is nobler than attending ä 51 
Richer, than domg nothing for a Bauble; : 


Such gain the Cap of him, that makes them fine, 
Yet keeps his Book uncroſs'd; no Life to ours. 

'- Guid, Out of your Proof you ſpeak z we poor unfledg'd 
Have never wing d from view o'th* Neſt; nor know not 
What Air's from Home, Hap'ly this Life is beſt, 
If quiet Life is beſt; ſweeter to you © — 
That have a ſharper known : well correſponding 
With your tiff Age; but unto us it is 
A Cell of Ignorance; travelling a-Bed, 
A Priſon or a Debtor, that not dares 
To ftride a limit. e 

Arv. What ſhould we ſpeak f 
When we are old as you? when we ſhall hear 
The Rain and Wind beat dark December ? How, 
In this our pinching Cave, ſhall we diſcourſe 
The freez':g Hours away? we have ſeen nothing, 
"5 Ve 


42  CymBELEtNE: 
We are beaftly , ſubtle as the Fox for, Prey, pr, OPS 
Like warlike ag. the Wolf, for what we eat: 
Quie:Valour is to chaſe” whar flies, our Cage 
We make a Quire, as doth the pri en „ 51 
And ſing our Bondage free, [| 
el. How vou ſpek? Ee apa 
Did you but kaow the City's Uſurios, | X's! 
And felt them knowingly; the Arto'th' "FU 
As hard to leave, as keep, whoſe top to FR: 
Is certain falling, or fo flipp'ry that 
The Fear's as bad as Falling. The Toil Oh War, 
A Pain, that only ſerms to ſeek out Danger 5 
I'th” name of Fame, and ea Ges Ow . 
And hath as oft a flandrous Epitaph. 7 5 
As:Record of fair act; nay, many tine 1 115 
Doth ill deſerve, by doing well: what's worſe... | 
Muſt curt'ſie at the Cenſure. Oh Boys, this roll 
The World may read in me: My Body's mark d 
With Roman Swords; and my Report was once 
Firſt with the beſt of Note. Cymbeline lovdy me,. 
And when a Soldier was the Theam, my Name 
Was not far off: Then was Iasa Trre 
Whoſe Boughs did bend with Fruit. But in one Night, 
A Storm or call it what you willl 
Shook down my mellow Hangings, 1 *. _ Lame. 
And lene bare 2667 rathere! 5 

Guid. Uncertain Favour !' 

Bel. My Fault being nothing, 64 [ have told you aol 
Bat that iv] Villains, whoſe He Oachs prevail'd- | 
Before my perfect Honour, fwore to Cymbeline,/ 704 i 
I was Confederate with the Romans: So 
Follow'd my Raniſhment, and this twenty 8 0 

This Rock, and theſe Demeſnes, have been m 8 World, 
Where I have liv'd at honeſt Freedom, pay 
More pious Debts to Heav'n, than in all | 
The fore-end of my time L But, up to th ie! 
This is not Hunters Language; he that firikes / EY 
The Veniſon firft, ſnall be Lord o- Feaſt, % og 
To himtheother two ſhall miniſter;: n ent 
And we will fear nn Toiſon, which attends 3 07 
* e 6 2 nt 1 
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And thus I ſet. my Foot on's Nec 


% 
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Ill meet you in the Valleys. 3 [Exennt, 


How hard it is to hide the Sparks of Nature? 
Theſe Boys: know little they àre Sons to th King, 
Nor Cy tubeline dreams that they are alive. {meanly 
They think they are mine, and tho! train'd up thus 
I th' Cave, where, on the Bow, their Thoughts do hit 5 
The Roefs of Palaces, and Nature prompts them 
In ſimple and low things, to Prince it, much 
Beyond the Trick of others. This. Polydor, 

The Heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 
The King his Father call'd Guiderius Jove? 


| When on my three-foot Stool I fit, and tell 


The warlike. Feats. 1 have done, bis Spirits fly. out 
Into my Story: Say, thus W 1 

| eng 
The Princely Bloed flows in his Cheek, he ſweats, 
Strains his young Nerves, and puts himſelf in poſture 


That acts my Words. The younger Brother Cadwall, 
Once Arviragus, in as like a Figure 


Strikes Liſe into my Speech, and ſhews much more 


His own conceiving. Hark, the Game is rouz d -—= 


Oh Cymbeline “ Heav'n and my Conſcience knows oth 


Thou .did unjuſtly baniſh me: whereon. 
Ar three and two Years ald, I ſtole theſe Babes, 
Thinking to bar thee of Succeſſion, as 55 
Thou refz'ſt me of my Lands. Egriphile, 
Thou waſt their Nurſe, they took thee for their Mother, 
And every day do Honour to her Grave; | 
= ſelf Bellarius that am Morgan call . 
They take for natural Father. The Game is up. [ Exit. 
Enter Piſanio and Imogen, [Place 
Imo. Thou told'ſt me when we came from Horſe the 
Was near at hand: Ne'er long' d my Mother fo. 
To ſee me firſt, as I have now —— Piſanio! | 
Where is Peſthumus; What is in thy Ming 
That makes thee tare thus? Wherefore breaks that Sigh 
From th' inward of these? One but painted thus 
Would be interpreted a thing perplex d — 


Beyond ſelf-explication. Put thy ſelf 122 


*%s 


Into a haviour of leſs Fear, ere Wildneſs 
Vanquiſh my ſteadier. Senſes. What's the Matter? Fo. 


_ 


. 
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; Why render'ſt thou that Paper to me, with : 5 


A Look untender 2? if't be Summer News, 
Smile to't before, if Winterly, thou need'ſt 
But keep that Count'fiance ſtill. My Husband's Hat? 
That drug-damn'd Zaly, hath our-craftied him, 
And he's at ſome hard point. Speak, Man; thy Tongue 
May take off ſome Extremity, which. to read 
Would be even Mortal to me. 

Piſ. Plea'e you read, | 
And you ſhall find me, Tvecchbe Mn; a thing; 


The — diſdain d of Fortune 


Imogen mad. 
8 HY Miſtreſs, Pilar, hath play'd” the Strumper in 
my Bed: The Teſtimonies u of lye bleeding in me. 
T ſpeak not out of weak Surmiſes , but from Proof as frong 


4 my Grief, and 4s cortain as I expect my Revenge. That 


t thou Piſanio, muſt act for me, if thy Faith be not 
hey: with the breach of hers; let thine own Hands take 
away her Life : I fhall give thee opportunity at Milford- 
Haven, She hath my Letter for the purpoſe ; where, if thou 


fear to ſtrike, and to make me certain it is done, thou art rhe ö 


Pander to her Piſponour, and equally to me Diſtoyal. 
 Pif, What ſhall I need to draw my Sword, the Paper 
Hath cut her Throar already, No, *tis Slander, 

Whoſe Edge is ſharper than the Sword, whoſe Tongue 
Out-venoms all the Worms of Nile, whoſe Breath 
Rides on the poſting Winds, and doth belye 

All Corners of the World. Kings, Queens, and States, 
Maids, Matrons, nay the Secrets of the Grave | 


This viperous Slander enters, What chear, Madam? 


Io. Falſe to his Bed! What is it to be falſe ? 

To lie in watch there, and to think on him? 
RN weep 'twixtClock and Clock ? If Sleep charge Nature, 
o break it with a fearful Dream of him, ; 
And cry my ſelf awake? that's falſe to's Bed, is it: 

Piſ. Alas, good Lady? 
Imo. I falle! = Conſcience witneſs, Tachims, - 
Thou didſt accuſe him of Incontinency, 


Thou then lo.k'dR like a Villain: Now, methinks, 
Thy Favour's good enough. Some Jay of Italy, 
g Whoſe Mother was her 2 hath bettay d _—_ 
. Oor 
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Poor I am ſtale, a Garment out of Faſhion, 


And for I am richer than to hang by th* Walls, 
L muſt be ript; to pieces with me: A 3 


Mens Vows are Womens Traitors. All good ſeeming | 


By thy Revolt, oh Husband, fhall be thought 
Put on for. Villany: not born where't grows, 
But worn a Bait for Ladies. 
Piſ. Good Madam, hear meßñũ⸗ö]—ũoc | 
Imo. True honeft Men being heard, like falſe Æneas, 
Were in his time thought falſe: And Syzon's weeping 
Did ſcandal many a holy Tear; took pity 
From moſt true W retchedneſs, So thou Poſthumus, 
Wilt lay the leven to all proper Men; | 


-Goodly, and Gallant, ſhall be Falſe and Perjur'd, 


From thy great fall: Come, Fellow, be thon honeſt, 
Do thou thy Mafter's bidding. When thou ſeeſt him, 
A little witneſs my Obedience. Look, 

J draw. the Sword: my ſelf, take it, and hit 

The innocent, Manſion of my Love, my Heart, 


Fear not, tis empty of all things, but Grief: 


Thy Miſter is not there, who was indeed & 


The Riches of it. Do his bidding, ftrike, 
Thou may'ſt be valiant in a better Cauſe 


But now thou ſeem'ſt a Coward. . 

Piſ. Hence, vile Inſtrument, 

Thou ſhall not damn my Hand. 
Imo. Why, I muſt die, | 


And it I do not by thy Hand, thou art 


| No Servant of thy Maſter's. Againſt Self. ſlaughter 


There is a Prohibition ſo divine. 


That cravens my weak Hand: Come here's my Heart — | 


Something's afore't — Soft, ſoft, we'll no defence; 
VVV Ic Opening her Bre aft. 
Obedient as the Scabbard. What is here, | 


The Scriptures of the Loyal Leonatus, 


All turn'd to Herefie ? Away, away, e >, 

| {Pulling his Letter out of her Boſom. 

Corrupters of my Faith, you ſhall no more 5 

Be Stomachers to my Heart: Thus may poor Fools 

Believe falſe Teachers: Though thoſe that are betray'*d 

Do feel the Treaſon ſharply, yet the Traitor 750 
E EE SE ' : . 
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Stands in worle caſe. of Woe.” And thou Poſthiinini, 
That didſt ſet up m Diſobedience 'oainft the Ki 
MY Father,. and mad ſt me put into contempt . 
Princely Fellows; ſhalt hereafter find 
It is no act of common Paſſage, but 
A fſtrainof Rareneſs : And 1 grieve my ſelf, 
To think, when thou ſhalt be diſedg'd by her, | 
Thatnow thou tixeſt on, how thy Memory : 
W ill chen be pang'd by me. Prithee diſpatch, 
The Lamb intreats the Buteher, Where's the Knife? 25 
Thou art too ſlow to do thy Maſter We, | 
When I deſire it too. | | 
Piſ. O gracious Lady! 1 
Since I receiv'd es to do this Bufi neſs | 
I have not ſlept one Wink. 5 
Imo. Do't, and to bed then. 
Piſ. Vl break mine Eye - balls firſt... 
Imo. Wherefore then 
Didſt undertake it? why haſt thou abus d 
So many Miles, with a Pretence? this Place? ESE 55 
Mine Action? and thine own? our Horſes Labour? 
The time inyiting thee? the perturb'd Court 
For my being abſent? whereunto I never 
Purpoſe Return; why haſt thou gone ſo far 
To be unbent? when thou haſt ta'en as ſtand, 
Th'ele&ed Deer before thee ? 
Piſ. But to win time 
To loſe ſo had employment, in the which 
I have conſider'd of a Courſe; good A 
Hear me with Patience. 
Imo. Talk thy Tongue weary, ſpeak; | 
I have heard I am a . e and mine Far, 
Therein falſe ſtruck, can take no greater Wound, 
Nor Tent, to bottom that. But ſpeak. | 
Piſ. Then, Madam, ot. 
I thought yo w ¹Al not back again. 5 
2 — kit . e 
me here to me. 
a Ro ſo neither; i 
But if I were as wiſe, as boneſt, then 
My Parpoſe would _ well; it cannot be, 


ut 


CyMBELINE: 47 
But that my Maſter is abus d, ſome vithin, eons 
and ſingular in his Art, dat gone 13 . 2 
This curſed Injury. 7 5 
Imo. Some Roman barten: VVV 
Piſ. No, on my Lit: 1 
I'll give him Notice you are dead, and feng! him 
Some bloody Sign of it. For tis commanded 
1 ſhould do ſo; you ſhall be mils'd at Forft. 3 
And that * well confirm i ar nth "Ich 
Imo. ood Fella; „ 3 
| What mall T4 the while? Where big: How l ive? a 
J oOr in my Lie what comfort, when I am 
I Dead to my Husband? 
Piſ. If you'll back to th Court. 
| Imo. No Court, no Father; nor no more ado 
With that harſh, noble, ſimple nothing, 
That Cloten; whoſe Loye-ſuit hath been to me — 
As fearful as a Siege. . e CO BT 
Piſ. If not at Court, „„ 
Then not in Britain muſt bon bie. 
Imo. Where then? 
Hath Britain all theSun that [UT ? FRE Night? 
| Are they nat but in Britain; 1'th* World's, Volume. 
Our Britain ſeems as of it, but not in't; | 
Ila a great Pool a Swan's Neſt. Prithee TA. 
There's Livers-out of Britain. 
Piſ. I am moſt glad | 
Youthink of other Place: Th' Am Petdor, 
Lucius the Roman, comes to Milford. Hauen 
To morrow. Now, if you could wear a Mind 
Dark as your, Fortune is, and but diſguiſe 
That which t'appear it ſelf, muſt got yet be, 
But by ſelf-danger, you ſhould tread a Courſe 
Pretty, and full of view; yea, happily, near 
The Reſidence of Poſthumus; ſo nig „ at leaſt, i 
That though his Action were not viſible, et 7. | ' 
Rep >rt "ſhould render Lim handy to your Os 5 f 
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As truly as he meves. | 5 
Imo. Oh for fach means, A 5 

Though Peril, to my Modeſty, not Death on't, - 

I would adventure, 55 


| | i. Ft Well then, there's the Point: 


* 


= — — - 
— 
— — — — 
i — — — 


1 ——— 
2 
- 


— — . — = 
— — 
P ˙ , as 11232 — 


E 


8 DAMS LCD 
You muſt forget to be a Woman, change 


Command in Obedience. Fear and N. iceneſs,” 
The Handmaids of all Women, 'or more bay” 


Woman it's pretty ſelf, into a bf gg Courage, 


Ready in Gybeg, quick-anſier'd, wey, and 
As quarrellous as.the Weazel : 'Nay, you muſt 
Forget that rareſt Treaſure of your Cheek, 
Expoſing | it (but oh the harder Heart, 

Alack, no remedy) to the greedy Touch 


Ot common-kitfing Titan; and forget 


Your labourſome and dainty Trims, re | 


| You made great June 8 - 


Imo. Nay, be brief: | 
I ſee into thy end, and am almoſt 
A Man already. | ; 
Piſ. Firft, make your ſelf but like one. 
Fore-thinking this, I have already fit. 
('Tis in my Cloak. bag) Poublet, Hat, Hoſe, al 
That anſwer to them. Would you in their ſerving, 
And with what imitation you can borrow _ 
From Youth of ſuch a Seaſon, fore Noble Lucius 


& 


Preſent your ſelf, defire his Service; tell him 


Wherein you're happy, which will make him know, 
If that his Head have Ear in Muſick, doubtleſs 
With Joy he will embrace you; for be. s honourable, 


And doubling that, moſt holy. Vour means abroad; 


You have me rich, and 1 will never. fail 


| wy a” nor ſupplywent. 


bou art all the Comfort ; 
The Gods will diet me with, Prithee away. © 
There's more to be conſider'd; but we'll even 
All that good time will give us, This e 


I am Soldier to, and will abide it with 


Prince's Courage. Away, 1 prithee. | 
_ Piſ. Well, Madam, we muſt tate a fhort en 
Leſt being miſs d, I be ſuſpected of * 
Vour Car age from the Court, My noble dare, 
ere is a Box, I had it from the Queen, 
hat's in't is precious: It you are ſick at Sea, 


Or St ach qualm'd at Land, a dram of this 


Will drive away Piſtemper. To ſome Shade, 
And fit you to your Manhood, may the Gods 


Dire& 
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CriunBLINs 49 
15 Direct you to the beſt. 0 „ * 
no. Amen: I thank thee. 41 [Eten 
8 G E N E III. „M YEE. 1 hh al 
Enter Cymbeline, :2ueen, Cloten, Lucius, . al 
_ Cym..'Thus far, and ſo farewel. ft ; 7 
Luc. Thanks, Royal Sir; 512 5 9 
My Emperor hath wrote, I muſt om hence, £ 1 
1 


— 


And amv _O 999 6 us; 125 
My Maſter's Enemy. 2 | * is 
Cym, Qur Subjects, Sir, Of 741 aa 4 
Will not endure his Yoke; and for our H e 
To ſhew leſs For than they, muſt needs 
Appear un-King like. . 5 
Luc. So, Sir: I defive i you 198; aun 
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A uct over Land, to Milford. Hauen. i 
Madam, all Joy befal your Grace, and you. Ns 1 q 
0 Cm. My. Lords; you: are appointed for that oste, i 

The due of Honour in no porn omit: Fe 2 | 3 

So farewel, noble Lucius. 19 i mo cy 7 1 
WW Lac. Your Hand, my Lond. n 5 | 1 
3 Clot. Receive it friendly but from this aste. 1 
ö I wear it as your Enemy. 5 | 


. Luc. Sir, the Exent * 
| Ts yet ta mme the Winner. 8 | 
Om. Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my „Lende 
Till he have croſt the Severn. Happineſs. I Ex. Lucius, &c. 
8 He goes Rence fro ning: but it Wee el 
we have given him nne A. e 
Clot. Tis. all the better, n 
Vour valiant Britains have their Wiſhes i in it. | 
m. Lucius hath wrote already to the Emperor, 
How it goes here. It fits us therefore ripely, 
Our Chariots, and our Horſemen be in . 


; The Powers chat he already häth in GA "i 74 
i Will ſoon be drawn to Head, from —_ wh moves 
His War for Britain. L360 SIE ei lh 
Damn" now eepy-Buues, 
But mult be looked to! ipeedily, and 1 rtf , „ 
4 Our Expectatien that it ſhould be is 
ret made us forward. But, my gentle Queen, 


os C aj 


„ 


is our Daughter; She has not 2 
Before the Roman, nor to us hath tend 
The Duty of the Day. She looks as 1 
A thing more made of Malice, than of Daly, .. | 
We have noted it. Call her before us, for e 
We have been too light in Sufferance. - 2 55 
Queen. Royal Sir at” 
Since the. Exile of Poſthwmus, * retir'd 0 ey * 1 
Hath her Life been; the Cure ——5 wy Lon. 
ie Time muſt do. Beſeech your EE LON 
 Forbear Speeches to hers She's 4 Lady» mo. . 
So tender of Rebukes, that Words are os * ? 
And Strokes Death to her.. n o 
; | Enter a Meſſenger. | 2 2 ng A 
Cm. Where is ſhe, Sir? How 54 5 25 1 
Can her Contempt ee * © 420g 8 
Me. Pleaſe you, Sir, F# we ap 
Her Chambers are all jock d, and 92 no Apel yo 
That will be given to the loudeſt Noiſe we: make. {7 
Veen. My Lord, when aft I went to ye: hen, 
She pray d me to excuſe her keeping.dlole,. WI... F 
Whereto conſtrain d by her Infirmity. 1 We | 
She ſhould that Duty leave unpaid to you... . 
Which daily ſhe was bound to proffer; this bl 
She -wiſh'd me to make known;;. but our great Court 
Made Me to blame i 1 Memory. 9 n e my a 
Cym. Her Doors lock d? Ae * e Nl Hi 1 
0 Not ſcen of late? Grant Heavens, chat Which 1 Jo 
Prove falſe. | pO rl! Fo U ta 1 
Queen. Son, 1 fax; fol the King. ei nde 
Clot. That Man of herz, ""Piſania, her od Setvant 
I have not ſeen theſe. two Days. e nA (xi 3 
Ducen. Go, look after- 42 C £600 . Fo » gs 
Piſanio, thou that. ftand'ſt; Gen ebene, | = ve 
He has a Drug of mine; I pray, his Abſence vets 2 qe 
Proceed by ſwallowing ess us hg believes 
u is a thing moſt precious. But for her „ 
Where is ſhe gone? Haply Deſpair hath — bas, 
2 5 he with Fervor of hef Loves; ſhe's, 3 25 
her delired- Poſihumus; gone ſhe is Wo - 7 
Yo Death, r e Dſbogour, and my: end, er "oe 
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Diſdaining me, and throwing Favours on 


III have this Secret from thy Heart, or tip. 9 | | 


4 X M B E L I * E. Fx 
Can make good uſe of either. She bein Ee down, 
I have the placing f the Britiſh Crown. 12 I 45 "Tt T 
| Enter Cloten.. . U ee ; K * 
How now, my Son? ee . 1 55 mo ein F 
Clot. *Tis certain ſhe is fl. Dogs 2 g 
Go in and chear the King, Us: N non 4 vox 
Dare come about him 


1 
1 


1 1 * 
cr : 


Lucen. All the better; mag 
üs Night fore-ftall him of the re Day 122 2. 
Clot. 1 love and hate her; for ſhe's fair nf * 
And that ſhe hath all courtly Parts more exquiſite 
Than Lady, Lady's Woman, from every one 
The beſt ſhe hath; and ſhe of alt Compounded *' 
Out-ſells them all; I love her therefore; but 


* 


The low Poſthumus; ſlanders ſo her Judgm ent, 
That what's elfe rare, is choak'd; and in chat Poiat 
I will conelude to hate her, nay indeed, | 
To be reveng'd upon her: For when Fool— 41 . 
| Enter Pianio 1 
Who here? What, are you packing, Sirati? TIP 
Come hither ; Ah you precious Pander, Vilain., Bag 
Where is thy Lady? In a word, or elſe” 

Thou art ſtraightway with the Fiends. 


Piſ. Oh, good my Leid. 556 : 
Clot. Where is thy Lady? Or, by Tupins, = 
1 will not aſk again. Cloſe Villain, 


* 


Thy Heart to 5 it. Is ſhe with Poſthunns ? 

From whoſe ſo many Weights of * cannot 

A Dram of Worth be drawn. e in 
Piſ. Alas, my Lord, ns e r 

How tan ſhe be with him? When was he miſt ? 


He is in Rome. eg KA 
8 k. Where is-the, Sir? Cone Weiter; alk bd 
o father halting ; fatisfe me home, e e 
What is become 0! 75 p. i e 2 OE adn > 
Oh, "lt worthy Lord! n 1 e 
e e ee 


Dice Where the Miſtreſs is, at pony 8 en Bane 
Ar the next Word; no more of worthy Leid a tee 


e o Speak 


_ I 20> Os x tals 


wore, when he tool. leave of my 


- S . 

peak, or thy Silence on the 8 6460 5 ok 4 

Thy Condemnation and thy Death 1% avid 
Pif. Then, Sir. 

This Paper is the Hiſtory of my auer, Aich 


Touching her Flight. 1 


Clor. Let's ſeet; I w in purſue her . 
Even to A4rugnſtzs's Throne. | 
Pif. Or this, or periſ n. 3 Au. 

| ppb yang? 43 gets b e, A T4 
ay prove his 2 5 not her Dan 25 
Chr. Humb..... r 5 TY 
Pi. PI. write to my Talg the 4%. on. Imogen, 


. safe may ſt thou wander, {ate return Ain. "WD 


Clot. Sirrah, is this, Leer true? 17 Wh 4 4 . 
Piſ. Sir, as I thinxk ? | 
Clot. It is Poſthumus' 8 od 1 — 10 Sinnak thou 


| way not; be a Villain, but to:do-metrueService; undergo 
th 


Employments wherein I ſhould have cauſe to uſe thee 


with a ſerious Induſtry, that is, what Villainy ſoe er I bid 


thee do to perform it, 22 — and truly, I N 9 
chee an Honeſb Manz thou ſhouldſt neither want my means 


3 for thy Reſief ; mor m Voice ee e e + 


Piſ. Well, my good Lord. 
Clot. Wilt 3 me? Hs ſince paticntly anda con- 
:ntly thou haſt ſtuck: to the bare Fortune of that Beggar 
Poſhumus, thou can ſt not in the courſe of Gratitude, but 
be a U ur Follower of mine. Ni N Save 1 F 
Cle 2129 Hand, here's my f 2 lia any of | 


thy late Maſter's Garments. in thy Poſſeſſonn 


Pi,. I have my Lord, at the Lod the ſame . 
4 - _ and Miſtreſs. 
Clot. The rene e Suit | 


| hither? letit be thy firſt Service, go, 88 
24% 1 mel, Le , , , F 


LHanen?. 1 bim 
ene thing; Ill remember t anon; even there, thou Villain, 
PFeſthumus, will I kill thee; I would theſe Gar ments were 


Fe She ſaid upon a time, the Bitterneſꝛ of it I Dow 


belch from my Heart, that ſhe held the very Garment of 
Pee gg — . Noble ds Natural 


Per on; 3 


— N 
4 


Fi 


Pi. Thou bid'ſt me to my 


* 


CvunSsrny a 
Perſon; bbs with the Adorument of my Qualities. 
With that Suit upon my Back wilt I raviſh her; firſt Kill 


him, and in her Eyes there ſhall ſhe fee my Valour, 
which will then be a Torment to her Contempt. Ie on 


the Ground, my Speech of Leſultment ended on his dead 
Dody, and when my Luſt hath dined, which as TER 
to vex her, I will execute in the” Cloaths' that ſhe 
prais d; to the Court I'll Knoek her back, foot Her home 
again. She hath ee me > rejoicingly,,. and 11 be 
merry in my Reveng 

Enter — with a Su o Clou . 


Cod 


Be thoſe the Garmems?/! | of "37 N 
Pi. 2 Noble Lord. F 
ow FEES ist fince tie went to Milford. Hier $4 
Farce be there ye. 


e Apparel to my Chamber, that is ihe 
Send — I have commanded thee. © The third 
is that thou will be a voluntary Mute to my Delign: Be 


but duteous, and true Preferment ſhall” tender it ſelf to 


thee; My Revenge is now af Milford , would 1 had 
Wings to follow-ir.' Coms and he gx 8 CExis. 
Were to prove falſe, which I WII never „ 94311 be IT 25 
To him that is malt true. To go, 37 


And fand not her, whom thou purkieſt. Fl 1 


You Heav'nly Bleſſings on her: This Fool's 5 Speed oy 


LY; en with Slowneſs; Labour be his Meed. [Ex/r. 


"SCENE. IV. „ | 


"Enter Imogen in "Boys Cloaths, 4.1 
no. 1 fie a Man's Life is a tedious one, 3 Ja 

I have tired my {if ;, and for two Nights together 

Bave made the Ground my Bed. I — be be ticks - 

But that my Reſulution helps me: Milford, n 


* by g 
4 4 £35 


When from the Mountain Top Riſauis ſhew 4 dee. 


Thou waſt within a Ken. Oh, Jove, I rbink. 
Foundations fly the wretched, ſuch, I mea... 
Where they ſhould be elieyed. Two Beggars told me, 
1 could not miſs my way... Will poor F Folks lie e 
That have Afflictionꝭ ↄn hem, Knowing eis 
niſhment, or Trial? Nes, no Wonder. 
WY. © C3 Kken 


— 


54. . e 


When rich ones ſcarce tell true, To lapſe 
Is ſorcr; than to lie for Need; and Falſhood 


'S 


* Is worſe in Kings, than Beggars, My dear . 


Thou art one th falſe ones; now I think on — 

fly Hunger 's gone; but even before, I was 

t point to fink for Food. But what is this ?[ ſeeing the Cave 

Hee is a Path to't——'tis ſome Savage hodßʒ 
L were beſt not call; I dare not call; yet . b 

Exe 1 it clean o er<throw Nature, makes it valiant. - 

ty and Peace breeds Cowards, Hardneſs ever + 


Of Hardineſs is Mother, Hol who's here? 


If eny thing thing that's civil, ſpeak; if Savage, $525 
r lend- Ho! no Anſwer? thenVllenter. 6 OWL 
raw my; Sword; and if mine nem 
2 ear my Sword like me, he 1 ſcarcely. ok! ont!“ 
Such a Foe, good Hcayv ns, [She goes into 3 
Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 
"Bel You: Polidare. have prov'd beſt Woodman," and. 
7 10 Maſter. of the Feaſt; Cadwall and I FA 
| 10 play the, Cook, and, Servant, oy our march: 


by for. the end ĩt walks to. Come, our deen, 
ill make what's homely, fvously ; Weartnels 
Can ſnore upon the Flint, when reſty Sloth: | 
Finds the Down Pillow hard. Now r bebe. 
Poor Houle, that keeps thy ſelf. 1 
Guid. Tam thoroughly weary. _ x 


Aru. Tam weak with Toll, yet 3 in _ EF 


Guid. There is cold Meat i th Cave, we Ubrouze on that 
Whilſt what wWe have kilbd be cook d. 
Bel. Stay, come not in | uu 
But rhat it eats our Vietuals, 1 ſhould a 


He Were a Fairy. 


SGmid. What's the matter; Sir? 

Bel. By Jupiter an Angel!-orif n not, 
An Earthly Paragon. | 
n chan a 50 was 2 15 1 | Ws . 
Nees Euer e e 

poet Good Maſter ham me not; Go ESP. 
Before I enter d here, 2 | 
To e wes: bave took: 1 

Ve; 
D 


* 


of Induſtry would dry, and 1 


- 


Dd 


4 * ® 


CSM rt >... 


I have ſtoln nought; nor would not, though I had found 
Sold ftrew'd i'th Floor. Here's Money for my Meat, 
I would have left it on the Board ſo * r 
As I had made my Meal: And V 
Wich Prayers for RESORT, 
Sud. Mony, Youth?  _ 7 5 th 5 
Arv. All Gold and Silver W turn to „ Dirt, 
As tis no better reckon'd, but of thoſe 
Who worſhip dirty Gods. 30 Ag 
Imo. 1 ſee you're angry: 
Know, If you kill me for my Th I ban 
Have dy'd, had I not made it. „ ; 
Imo. To rl Haven. Fm >, 
Bel. What's your Name? + 
Imo. Fidele Sir; I have a N Who 
Is bound for Italy) He embark'd at Milford, 
To whom being going, almoſt EY with Hers, 
Tow faln in this Offence. ' 
el. Prithee, fair Tout, 8 
"Think us no Churls; nor 800 ure dur b Minds: 
By this rude Place we live in. 3 d, 
'Tis almeſt Night, you ſhall have better Char 
Ere you depatt, and Thanks to ſtay * „ 
— bid hin welcome. ! 
Gui. Were you a Woman, Youth. ; 
| I ſhould woe hard, but be your Groom eee 
1 l. for you, as I do buy. 
Arv. Vil maket my Comfort | 
He is is a Man, Tl fove him as my W 
And ſuch a Welcome as Td give to him _. 
After long Abfance, ſuch is yours. Moſt ee: : 
Be ſprightly, fot you fall mongſt Friends. | 5 
Imo. Mongſt Friends, LAlſur 
If Brothers: Would it had been ſo, that FO 
Had been my Father's Sons, then had 1 05 Prize Loc 
Been leſs, and ſo more equal ballaſting , OF TIN 
_ To'thee, 'Poſthurms. © Fr . ge 93t 
Bel. He wrings at ſome Diſtreſs. © 1 2 5 
_ Grid. Would I could free we e 
"a Or IL. what c er it be, „ 
"> Wa. - What. 
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Pain it coſt, what ere rid ons 2. Eras, | 
3 Hark, Boys. 7 75 hr 
* Imo. Great N | 
That had a Court no bigger Rte this. . 175 
That did attend tkemſelves, and had the Virtue, | 1 hy 
Which their own. Conſcience ſealed them; laying by 
> That Nothing - gift of different Myltitudes . 
Could not out- piece theſe twain. Pardon, me os, 
Id change my Sex to be eee with, them 
Since Leonatus is falſe. 
Bel. It ſhall be "3 LR 
— well go dreſs our [IR Te you come . 
Diſcourſe is heavy, faſting; when we have ys. 
Well mannerly demand, thee % = un, ans; 
So far as thou wilt ſpeak it. Mp By" 
; Sid. Pra draw near. \ 8 abr 
WF” (73 TheNi ht-to IT 1 V 
And Morn to th Lark leſs welcom COT, ap 
no. ps, Lys pp 74a N HET 
1 1 pray r e 
EEE 8,0 Fs e int 


| 155 This is "the Tenor of the Emperar'« Fi, 5 
That fince the common Men ate n a | 
-*Gainft the Panmonians, and DO + HB! Pont F 
And char the Legions now in Galla, r | 
Full weak to undertake our Wars agai ainſt Faro 

The fal n- off Britains, that we do incite 88 2 TE ic 4 


«I 
n 
. 0 


ita 


The Gentry to this Buſineſs. r 
4 Lucius Pro- Conſul; And to you the Tribunes. - | 3 
Feoor this immediate Leyy,. eee | 24 nia 
His abſolate Commiſſion. ee Tn 05 15 1 
* Tri. 18 Lucius Geaeral of the e 
2 Sen. Ay. dee 
. Remaining now in Gall? 
1. Sen. With thoſe Legionsgs 8 
Which I have ſpoke of, N your M1, wth 10 
þ- Muſt- be ſuppliant: the Words of your Commill hien 
Wil tic vou to the Numb 4; e, 1 
5 Of their Diſpatch. ' 5. * Fa 
EL We will: dil i uy 45 thei 


12 7 
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os 
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7225 Ark en 


5 1 St Enter Cloten albne. n 

clor I Am near to th Place where they belt meet, i | 
Piſanio have mapp'd it truly. How fit his Garments 
PI me! Why ſhould his. Miſtreſs who was made by 
him, that made the Tailor, not be fit too? the rather; 
ſaving Reverence of the Word, for tis Kid, a, Woman: 8 
Fxneſfs comes by Fits: Therein 1 muſt play the Workman, 
I dare ſpeak'i to my ſelf, for it is Vain-glory for ; 2 Man 
and his Glaſs, to confer in his own Chamber; I meg 
the Lines of my poly are 25 wel | Grave 25. bis; 5 NO oe 


F TORO. 


Birth, alike converſant in een hel and x ore re- 


markable in ſingle Oppalitians; yet thi ev 
Thing loves hi in 572 5 "Whar f e | 
Pofthumns, thy Head; w by owin upon Ah oy 
Shoulders; hal within br whe con 2 ee 2 1 po 

forc d, thy Garmerits 7 5 Face PET bet 
al this Poe 8 ſpurn her home 155 Yee Faber, GT 0 > may. 
| happily, be a little angry for my \ rough u. ez but my 
Mother having power of his T. welt ſh turn all into 
my Commendations. My Horſe j is ty'd up Life, out Sword, 
and to a ſore purpoſe;' Fortune put them i 1 F 
this is the very Deſctiption'« of 1 leg ples, 05 4 


Fellow dares 3 me. : Ju 
Enter tia fer if u iderius, ' Arvirag IS, " 
2 the Cav 2 2 a” 
"Bel: You are not well: Remain bee che ue, 
Wen e to you after Hunting. fared {1 
Arv. Brother, ſtay here: 3 ot 1 2523 15 i 1 he 1 i . 
Are we not Brothers ? ch nee hind” wot et9 4 
5 So Man and Man gud be,” 1 = | 4 
Zut Clay and Chy differs in cds.” Fe IH . 7 3 


Whoſe Duſt is both anke. I am very "IY pk: 
Suid. Go you to Hunting LA abide 9 85 bim. 

Ino. So fick I am nat, Je Tam not w 5 
But not ſo Citizen a wanton, as 


To ſeem to die, cer ſick: N EPR 
| C4: 575 Stic k 
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Ill reh none but my ſelf, and e 


Gii Cotrticrs Tay, all's ſavag 


CYMBELINE. 
Stick to, your Journal ecurſe; the breach of Cuſtom, 
9 N of all. I am ill, but your being by me 
Cannot amend me. Society i is no Comfort 

To one not ſociable: I am not very ſick, 

Since I can reaſon of it. Pray you truſt me _=m 1 


Stealing {6 poorly. 
"Guid, A love thee : I have ſpake i it, 

Ness much the quantity, the 1 as meh, 
As I do love m F 9 5 
Bel. What? how? how? 
2 Ae If it be Sin to fy ſo; 


— 


Sir, en me 


1 Erig this Youth, 4 Chave heard you vs, -. 
Love's teaſonꝰs without reaſon. The Bier at at Dos, 


And a Demand who is't ſhall We) P d 3 is] 


My Father, not this Youth.. 8 
© Bel. Oh noble Strain! 
O'Worthineſs 5 Nature, Kid's of Sanne 8 


4 "Nature hath, Meal and Tran: di en — Grace... 1 4- 


et W ho this be 7 wa 

Doth Mirae. it ſelf; 7d before „ 

Th the e Morn. e e 

. 77 * farewell. af eee 
"Io. T w 


4 * 


ſh-you ſport. * er Noreen 
"Ar. You heath——So pleaſe you, g, +177, heard. 
no. Theſe are kind Creatures. Gods, what Lies I have 5 

, but at Court: a ett XK 


3 4 


| ce, o how thou di prov fl Report. 88 1 
TH imperigus Yets dren Leers for the Diſh, 
Poor Tributary. Rivers, as Tweet Fi $y 4 1 it er hk 


„„ 


Fi now taſte of thy Drug. 
He mid he wes 


might 


T am fick ſtill, „ ESTs 
1 0 wt the ol. 
Guid, I could not ſtir him 5 A 
gentle, but unfertunate ;. * * „ 
Diſhoneſtly J honeſt, .- 1-1, 4 
Av. Thus did he anſwer me; * Sid, þ 15 
know more. 8 x: Shs 67 WW, "Pun | Fre 
"Bel. To thi Field, to- Nied: 2 ow 
1 leave rer this ume, 89. in, and "1 
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Cv E L. 1 * K. 
. Arv. Well not be long ur. | 


Bel. Pray be not ſick, oh g 
For you muſt bauer Houſewife. | vt, 
Iro. Well or ill, ir þ 6 Ut 25 
1 am bound to vol: ot FACE Þ 5 05 094. be 


Bel. And ſhalt be ever.. 
This Youth; howe ler ditref#d, appears ke hath had: 
Good Anceſtors. -* 
Arv. How Angel- like he ſings ? 
Guid. But his neat Cookery ? 7 W An 
Arv. He cut our Roots in Characters, 5 
And fuc'd our Broth, e had een: es, 
1 Nobly he yokes, 5 . 
A Smiling with a Sigh: as if the sich TL 
Was that it was, for not being ſuch a Smile: 
The Smile mocking the Sigh, that it would fly” 
From ſo divine a Temple, to commix 8 
With Winds that Sailors rail Gr 1 
Suid. I do note, . | PN h 
That Grief and Patience 1 in them dea, ES & 
_ Mingle their Spurs together. 4 2 is 
Arv. Grow Natien ce, | 7 
And let the ſtinking Elder, Grief, untwine 
His perifning Root, with the encreaſing Vine. 
Bat. It is great Morning. Come away: who's there? 
Enter Cloten. 
| Clos I cannot, find thoſe Runagates, that vibe 
| Hath mock'd me. Fam faint; 
Bel. Thoſe Runagates . 7 
Means he not us? J partly know hich tis 1 
Cloten, the Son o th Queen; I fear ſome Ambuſu— 
L ſaw him not theſe many Tears, and yet LY 
I know tis he: we are held as Outlaws: hence: 
_- Guid. He is but one? you, and my Brother ſearch” 
What Companies are near: pray you away, | 
Let me alone with him. ¶ Exeunt Belarius and aba 
Flor. Soft, what are you 
/ 'T hat fly me thus? Some eee 
I have heard of ſuch. What Slave art _ a 
Guid. A thing 5 
nn. den dd I ner than Do n 
. A Slave 
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C y.MyBrnalyT NW; 3 
we without a knock. r 
Clot. Thou . een 24] * 1510 I: .* 
A Law-breaker, a Villain, .yiedithoe, lie lat vox of 
Guid. To whom? to thee? ? whatart d Hawe not L 
An Arm as big as thine? a Heart as big 044 
Thy Words 1 grant are bigger: for I wear. dad bah WE. 
My Dagger in my Mouth! Ken re 8 1 
Why I ſhould yield to thee ? OE 265 5000 
Che. anne 26 lt bc; wb oak EL an 
Know'ſt me not by my Cents en i ee 


Guid. No not thy Tailor, Rab,” 7 TICS 2115 Ft... 'F . 


Who is thy Grangfather, n wt bots 
Which, as it ſeems, make thee. Ft 20 vol. A Da 


* Thou precious Varleet! Tf l 

ailor made them not. 520 EP a 1175 2 5 | 

Hence then, and thank  — 

ways ions noon Thou art dome Fool” 

I am loath to beat thee. n . i a 
Clot. Thou i injurious Thief, 1 "25 i] Ae f 2:51 * 1655 yy 

Here but my Name, and/tremble. + a 
Guid. What's thy Name? WE OH oh * I Ba oY 
Clot. Cloten, thou Villain. jc MITT: 
Guid. Cloten, thou double Villain, be thy Mane 0 


I cannot tremble at it; en . or Adder, Spider. 


Twould move me ſooner. 18 OE 
Clet. To thy further Fear, | 

Nay, to thy meer Confulion, thou ſhalt know | 

I am Sog to ch Queen, -. 15 55 Rave 

Guid. I am ſorry ! not ſeeming. rn e 


80 worthy as thy Birth. e 


Clot. Art not afraid? s 
Guild. Thoſe that I reverence; 1 fer cho wir, T 


At Fools I laugh, not fear them. | | 4. 


Clot. Die the Death: 
When I have Alain-thee weak 9 an 
II follow thoſe that ev n now fled hence; 


And qu the Gates of Lud's Town ſet your Heads; 1 
- Yield Ruſtick Mountaineer... - /-, [Figl and Fra 


Enter Bellarius and 
Bel. No Company's abroad... 
Av. None in the World; aid mise kia fire, 
e dre L Gow him, 1 


* * 2 7 — 


pr 5 | 1 


Amingus. % t at 7 


os 


C * n ν⁰ AE 6 
But Time hath nothing blurr'd thoſe Lines of Favour 2 


Which then he wore; the ſuatehes in his Voice,” 5 5 | 


And burſt of ſpeaking Were as 1 T am abſolute" 
"Dwwaa wathp loten. 1 - 
Arv. In this Place ee {89% 2; 
I with my Brother make wy ime with him, 
You ſay he is ſo fell. 
Bel. Being ſcarce made u: | 
T mean to Man; he had not 33 F 
Of roaring Terrors; For Defect of Judgment LE 
Es oft the Cauſe of Fear. But ſce ch Brothes. 7755 © 
+++ e . 
| Guid. This Cloten was a Fool, an empey Purſe, 
There was'mo Mony in't; Not Heraules 
Could have: knock?'d' out Bie Brains, for 10 had none: 
Yet I not doing this, the Fool n £ « | 
My Head, as I do his. . 
Seal. What haſt thou done? 
Guid. I am perfect vvhat; cut off one cee, 
Son to the Queen, after Bis Own report, 


Who call'd me Traitor, Mountaineer, and fee 211 


With his own Hand he'd take us in, 


Diſplace our Heads, Where, 2 JE X* 


And ſet them on Lud's'Town:.. 

Bel. We are all'undone. | 1 
Guid, Wh, — ova ag: we to b, 
But that he ſwore to take, our Lives? the Law 8 

Protects not us, then why ſhould we be tender, 

To let an arrogant piete of Fleſh threat us? 

Play Judge, and Executioner, all himſ df? 

For we do fear no Lat 9 e Abl 

Diſcover you abroad); * 2 
Bel. No fingle Soul. 

Can we ſet Eye on; but in all ſafe es 

He muſt have ſome Attendants. Thou gh is Honour | 
Was nothing but Mutation, ay, and that 

one bad thing to worſe; Not Frenzy, 

Not abſolute Madneſs could ſo far have . 

To bring him here alone, although perhaps 

It may be heard at Court, that ſuch as we 

Cave here — — are eee and in time 


* 


wo * i 8 
* * * 


* : 
———— —— Re eo” DT eo En ði ß. —⁰. 


1 4 


- 
OC OG %%% ĩ —— — ä —_— 


' fl . 
F 4 . 
— 2 —— ——— — 
—ytũ ——— ——————— P — 


* , 1" — - IH 8 2 
x 
c Wi - FI F * 
4 9 = = 
4 . 


"6a Cr LI. 


As it is like him, might break out, and ee % 1 0 
He'd fetch us in; yet ist not probable. - H 1 7 
To come alone, either fo undertaking, - + {og a 
Or they ſo ſuffering; then on good Found v we fea, 
If we do fear this Body hath 1 . r 20 ha | 
More perilous than the Head. Sal yer. e 
Av. Let Ord'nance # rad 9 c0Y; 
Come, as the Gods foreſay i its bonds xt i - Ou 
My Brother hath done well. not tur 
| el. I had nd mind 12 IO 
Jo hunt this Day: The Boy al., Sckack J v3 oo of 
Did make my way long forth: 
Guid. With his own Sword, E 14 5 


Which ke did wave againſt my Throat, 1 3 ta e en 


His Head from him: I'I wad t into the Creek 
Behind our Rock, and let it to the Sea, 1 
And tell the Fiſhes, he's the N 8 5 25 cle, N. 
That's all I reak. = Exit. 
Bel, 1 fear it will be reveng'd . eg e 1 we)” 


Would, Polidore, thou. hadſt n not dener; F though Vow: 


Becomes thee well enough... ebe fol 
ATV. Would I had done” . 9425 r. 9 IS+ Ie + 
So the Revenge none purſu a koa 060 
I love thee Brotherly, but envy much ba 


Thou haſt robb'd me of this Deed; I nad ——· [! 
That poſſible Strength might my: you Jeek us . 
And put us ba our Ayer... e O71 Nee n ot) 


Wel bunt no more to Day, * yn "0. ANTS Y 
Where there's no Profit; | I piithee to our gs N 
You and Fidele play the Cooks: LI ſtay b e 
Till haſty Poli dore 1 return and re hin : * 5 | ks 1 | 
To Dinner preſently. © 1 * * 
Tf Poor ſick Fidele“ 2 = WE rd 
Pl willingly to him; to io uy . 
”y let a Pariſh of ſuch 2 Blood, ien er 


_— my ſelf for Charity. 5 oy d ten . — 
O thou Goddeſs, | in prob! 
Thou divine Nature! thy Af thou lesend, 


In theſe two eee 2 are as ene 5 
As Zephyrs he BH he Violet, 3 
iy Wagging Bis. ect Hens and yu ns” 3 


inn? * 
Their Royal Blood enchaf d, as the rud'ſt Wind, | 
That by the top doth take the Mountain Pine 
And make him ſtoop to th? Vail. Tis wonder, 
That an inviſible Inſtinct ſhould frame them 1 
To Royalty unlearn d, Honour untaught, 

Civility not ſeen from other; Valour, 

That wildly grows in them, but Yields a crops: + | 
As if it had been fow'd: yet ftill'tis ſtrangne 
What Cloten's being here to. us protends.. 417% 1004 
Or what his Death will bring us. | 

Enter Guiderius. 3 
_ Guid, Where's my Brother? 

1 have ſent Cloten's Clot- pole down: che 8 | 
In Embaſſie to his Mott: * dea s Hoſtage 
For his Return. F FSolemn Muſick 74 

Bel. My ingenious Inftrument, - 
Hark Polidore, it ſounds ; But what oceatien. | 

Hath Cadwall now to give it motion? Hark. 

_ Grid. Is he at Home? 1 
Bel. He went hence even now. 

Guid. What does he mean? 

Since death of my dear ſt Mother | 
It did not ſpeak. before. All . things 
Should anſwer ſolemn Accidents. | The matter? 
Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting Toys, 

Is Jollity for Apes, and Grief. for Boys. | 

Is Cadwall mad? _ 

Enter Arvimgus, with lagen dead, ed ber in his 

Bel. Look, nere — tp at Pond hore 

And brings the dire occaſion i in his Arms, | 

of what we blame him for. T5 d 
Arv. The Bird is dead | 

That we Have made {a much. on. I had ker 
Have ſkipt from. ſixteen Years of Age, to ſixty + 

To have turn'd my leaping. time into- a Crutch, / 

Than have ſeen this. 72 Ho 
Said. Oh ſwieeteſt, faireſt Lily! tb oa 
My Brother wears thee not one hal ſo well | Its 

As when thou grew'ſt thy e „ 
* 2 MSI ee 14D ” tilts N 
8 


64 ernie 


' Whoever yer could found thy bottom? Find 
The Ocze, to ſhe what Colt thy flu i care A 
Might eaſſkeſt harbour in! Thou 90 act; 

Fore knows what Man thou might t'ſt have made: vacght : 
Thou dy'dft, a moſt . Fe . whe 
How found you him: a 5 B 


* 
27 ® > 
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- Arv. Stark, as i FEY 
Thus ſmiling as ſome F 5 had tiekled [Nomber; 1 
Not as Death's s Dart being laugh q at: his e "Rb... 


8 on a Cuno. 
| Guid. Where? 1 pra a 5 e 
. 5 ) 4/4 9 BY 5, $30 oe £95.55 hx oe 1 
| A v. O' th' Floor: 7 EE io aa Kia cd] 
His Arms thus leagu'd, E th; flept, and put 


My clouted Brogues from off my N whoſe Soak. ; 

Anſwer'd my Steps too loud. 
Suid. why, he but ſle 1 

If he be gone he" e Give" a Bea; n 


With Female Fairies will Kis Tomb be deen. 1 

And Worms will not come to thee. 2 ee 
Axv. With faireſt Flow rs, gk oy 5 ä 

Whilſt Summer laſts, and I live here, Ri oy 5 

Pl! ſweeten thy ſad Grave: thou ſhalt not E age 

The Flower that's li like thy Face, pale Primroſe, nor: ch 5 1 DE 


The azur'd"Here-Bell, like thy Veins; no nor 
The Leaf of Eglantine, whom not 00 flander, 
. - Out-fweetn'd not thy Breath; the Raddgek would. = 
With charitable Bill COh Bill fore . 5 
- Theſe rich-left Heirs, that let their Fathers ye 
Without a Monument) bring thee all this 
Yea, and furr'd Moſs beſides. E 15. bee 
Te Winter- ground thy Coarſe 5 
Suid. Prithee have dene, F a 
And do not play in Wench- like 8 vith th * 1 
Which is fo ſerious. Let us „„ 
And not protract with Admiration,” What . 
Is now due Debt. To th Grave. 
Arv. Say, Where ſhall's ky, him? 
Guid. B Ewriphile, our Mo 
Arv. a. cher.” 
And let us, Polidore, though Bo” our Voices © | 
Hare got the * crack, * to the Crowd 
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Cys. K 1. 1 N E. 1 


As once to our Mother: uſe like Note, e 
Save that Euriphile muſt be Fidele. 

Sui. Cadwall, . 

J cannot fins : PI weep, and 5 8 it ak theey 
For Notes of Sorrow; out of tune, are worſe 5 
Than Prieſts, and Vangs hag. le, 75 21d 

Arv. We'll ſpeak it then; +... 

Bel. Great Griefs I ſcemed'cine -the r For 2 
Is quite forgot. He was a Queen's Son, Boys, | 
And though he came our Enemy, remember] 
He was paid for that: The Mean, and Mighty, rotting 
Together, have one Buſt, yet Reverence, 

'The Angel of the Werld, 2 make Diſtinctioan 

Of place ?twixt high and low. Our Foe was princely. 
Aud though you took his Life, as being our le 74,9 
Yet bury him, as a Prince. 

Guid. Pray thee fetch him hither... i, 

Ther/ites Body is as good as Ajax, FFF 
| When neither are alive. ies 9 e Sj 
Aru. If youll go fetch him, 8 1 4/1] 
Vell 447 ar Fi the whilſt; Father begins + 20963 
Guid, Nay, Ca 22 25 all, we mult lay his Headto o th Eſt, 
»y Father hath-a reaſon fort. Dn 9: 32 e 
—_— Tis true, 1 A 4 rand] 
© Guid, 9 an then, and re remove | er 250 
7's 0 N 7 CET: 3 
Gaia, Fear no more the Hens thy" , . 
N W the furious Winters nage. 


' Thou thy worldly tack. 8 LEE Pl M e altÞ; - 
Home 5 pt nes a 1% n ee 
Golden Lads and Girls all muſt & 2401.3 hak 

As Chimie Sweepers come to Daa. e 22v7T” 
Ar. Fear no muß the Fromm o'th' Great, r a 


. Thou art the Tyrant's fliroke, _ 
Care no FE fo 2 2 Eat, . | 
To thee the Reed is as the Oak: „ 71 1 
We Scepter, Learning, Phyſick muſt, ori an! 
All fol ow this and com. to Duſt. Tat AD 
Guid. Fear. no more the Lightning Haſh... . , 7 2 
Arv. Nor 15 all dreaded Thiinder-ſtong.... 1 Fe 22 « iy 
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But ſoft! no 1 5 


66 55 O M B a ri * 
Guid. Te 0 Slate, niert 14h, Wl TO why Ch 


Arv. Thou haſt finiſ/d Foy and Moan. . ab . 
Both. All Lovers 5 JOUR. Love all w 5 5 


K+ ri. 4 — 
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Guid. No Buer harm Wo” 


Arv. Nor no Witchcraft charm mY EOS os. 
| Guid. Ghoſt unlaid forbear ther. . 


| % 
Nothing ill come near thee. e 


| Both. Quiet conſummation hate, ue 2 wh 


e renowned be thy Grave. 


Enter Bellarius with the Body * Corey. 


Said. We have done our Obſequies: 


Come lay him dw-wn. 3 


Bel. Here's a few Flowr' s; but about Midnight n morez 
The Herbs that have on them cold Dew o'th'Night 
Are ſtrewings fitt'ſt for Graves: upon their Faces — 
You were as Flow'rs, now wither'd even ſo 
Theſe Herbelets . eee we upon you ſtrew. 
Come on, awa apa 7-0 our Knees — 


KEY 


The Ground m firſt, has them Toa”. . 
e Their Pleaſures here we paſt, foure their Pain, ¶ Exeunt. 
& 2 Imogen awa kes. 


1 88 Sir, to Mor. . 7 


„Which is the way? — 


I thank you---by yond Buſh---- pray POW, far thither ? _— 


Ods pittkins can it be fix Mile yet 11570 

I have gone all Night faith, I ye down and ſleep. 
cow Oh Gods, and Goddeſſes 

ed P eei⸗g the Lack 

The Flow”! rs are like the Pleaſures of the World; 

This bloody Man the Cate on't. 1 hope 1 PSs. 

For fo I thought I was a Cave-keeper. . 

And Cook to honeſt Creatures, But tis ust ſo: 


*Twas but a Bolt of nothing, ſhot at nothing, 


Which the Brain makes of Fumes,” Our very Eyes, 


- Are ſometimes like our Judgments, blind. Good Faith 


I tremble till with Fear; but if there be 

Yet left in Heav'n, as ſmall a 'drop of Pity © 

Asa Wren's Eye: fear d Gods! a part of it! 5 
The Dream's here ſtill; 8 He T wake, it is” 


Without me, as within me; agin'd, felt. 


a Man !—=The Game 0 Kobe, * 
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I know: the ſhape of's Leg, this is his Hand. 
His Foot Mercurial, his Martial Thigh, N 
The Brawns of Hercule Bac his Jer Face : 
Murther in Heav'n . -How!l tis gone-+--Piſanio ! ee 
All Curſes madded Hecuba gave the Gees, 
And mine to boot, be dartẽd on thee! thou 
Conſpir'd with that irregulous Devil Cloten, 
Have here cut off my Lord. To write, and read, 
Be henceforth tracherous. Damn d Piſanio 
Hath with his forged Letters damn d 7 | 
From this moſt. braveſt Veſſel of the World 
Struck the main top! Oh Poſhumus, alas, | 
Where is thy Head? where's that? Ay me, where's that? 

Piſanio 2 have killd, thee at the Heart, 

79 left his Head on. How ſhould this be, Piſaniot—— 
is he and Cloren. Malice and Lucre in them | 
Have laid this woe here. Oh tis pregnant, pregnant! | 
The Drug he gave me, which he {aid was precious = 

And Cordial 1 me, have I not found it | 

Murd'rous. to th Senſes? that confirms it home: 

This is Piſanio's deed, and Cloten: Oh! _ 

Give colour to my pale Cheek with thy Blood, 

That we the haxrider may ſeem to thoſe vn” 

Which chance to find 2 Oh, my Lord! my Look: @ 
Euter Lucius, Captains, and a Soothſayer. © 


| Cap To them, the Legions garriſon'd in Gallia 
38 * Will, have croſs'd the Sea, atfending 
e at Milford-Haven, with Tum N 

I They are in Readineſs, _- e re 

Luc. But What from Rome 2 Te 
Cap. The Senate hath Rirr'd up the Gs. 22 
And Gentlemen of Italy, moſt willing Spirits, © 
That promiſe Noble Service: and they come 
Under the Conduct of bold IachiMo, | * 
Syenna's Brother. 
Luc. When expect you them ? 

Cub. With the next Benefit oth: Wind. 

Luc. This Forwardneſs + 
Makes our Hopes fair, Command our preſent dre 
Be muſtered, bid the Captains look to't. Now, Sir, 
What have * dream ' d of late of this War's purpole ? * 
TY | 1 


666% a 1 1 1 1 . 


13 Sooth. Laſt Night the yery Gods thew'd me a Vifiow 
J faſt, and prayed for their Intelligence) thus. 
I ſaw-Fove's Bird, the-Reman Eagle wing'd 8 
From the 8 e eee 
There yaniſh'd. in the Sun- beams, a0 ares - grape 
Unleſs my Sins abuſe my I, 
Succeſs to th' Raman Holſt. | 
Tuc. Dream often fo, - 
And never falſe. Soft "oy what Trunk is 1 
Without his Top? the Ruin ſpeaks, that ſometime 2 
It "I worthy Building. How! a Page !—— © 
Or dea or ſleeping on him? bur dead rather : N 
Tor. Nene dad ee abr his Let 
With the Defunct, or ſleep W dead,” 78 
Let's ſee the Boy's Fee. e 
Cap. He's alive, my Lord. 7 6: | 
Lac. He'll then inftrudt us of kis Rely Young one, 6 
Inform us of the Fortunes, for it ee | 
They crave to be demanded: Who is this 
Thou mak'ſt thy bloody Pillow? Or who was he 
That, TE. than noble Nature did, 
Hath alter d that ood Picture? What's thy ia, 
In this fad W Is Howeane't? e e FT 
What art thou? 1 1 F5 Ly 
Ino. I am nothing ar ifan.2 . 
Neeb ge e This was wy Mary. 
A very valiant Britain, and a good, hoy 
That 8 by Mountainers lyes flain: Ag! de 
T There afe no more ſuch Maſters: I may Wa | 
_ FromEaſt we CEOs cry * e ciqpene 15 
Try n good, ſerve truly, never 4 
J 
*- Lac. Lack, good Tout!!! PETS 
Thou moy'# no leſs with e 85 79115 
Thy Maſter in bleeding: Say his Name, good Friend. 
Ino. Richard du Camp: If I do lye, and do 
No harm by it, e hear, beg od [ſd 
They'll pardon i it. oy you, N 7 
Tac. Fhy Name? | „ Fay des 
Imo Hale, Sir EN: 
Low. Thou doft epprovethy Gif te ner ame, 0 
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Thy Name well fits thy Faith, thy Faith thy Name. 
Wilt take thy change with me? I will not lay - - 
Thou ſhalt be ſo well maſter d, but be ſure | 
No leſs belov'd. The Roman Emperor's Letters 
Sent b a Gonſyl to me, ſhould no ſooner | IETF 
Than thine 9 prefer thee: Go with me. 
Imo. Vl follow, Sir. But firſt, an't wenn ms 
Il hide my Maſter from the Flies as deep b 
As theſe poor Pickaxes can dig: Aud When 
With wild Wood-leaves and Weeds I Breed hisGrave, 
And on it ſaid a Century of Pri; 51:5: 
Such as I can, twice oer, LI Werp, and Sigh, | 
And leaving ſo his Service, follow 1 825 85 | 
So pleaſe you entertain me. | 
Luc. Ay, good Youth, 
And rather Father thee, than Maſter 4 I Friends, 
The Foy bath taught us manly Duties: Bet us 
Find out the prettieſt Danied-plot we can, 
And make him with our Pikes and ;Partizans # 
A Grave; come, Arm him: Boy, he is preferrd | I 
By thee, to us, and be ſhall be interr'd. F210 
As Soldiers can. Be chearful, wipe thine Eyes, 1 


. Bone Fly are means the happier to ariſe. Exeunt. 
| #$8.C LN E . The Barr. 
Enter Cymbeline, Lords, and Rifanio. 2 "of 


Again; and bring me word 7 7251 tis with ther 
ih . Ces of her Son} : | 
A Madneſs of which her Life's in 3 Heaw'ns!. 5 
How deęply you at once do touch me. Imogen, 
The great Part of my Comfort, gone! My. _ Wi 
Upon a deſperate Bed, and in a Time „ 2 6k & 
When fearful Wars point at me! Her Son gone, 24 
So needful for this preſent! It ſtrikes me, paſt Fab ö 
The Hope of Comfort. But for thee, Fellow, ad 3 
Who needs muſt know ot her Departure, and oy 1 
y Dot ſeem ſo ignorant, we Linforce it ban thee A 
Torture. 44 448 re Kong 3 ene { 
Sir, my Life is vos, 955 l 
I humbly ſet it at your Will: But for my Miſtefs, 
I nothing know here ſhe remains; why gone, 
Nor when ſhe * return. Beſeech your Highneſs, p 
ark. | Hold 
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Hold me your Loyal Serrant. ein dp 74 * 
Lord. Good my Liege, * 3 Wp 238 p 9 EAT inn 4 
The Day that ſhe was miſſing, he was er i 190966 
I dare be bound he's true, and ſhall perform 
All Parts of his Subjection Joyally. For 45 15 
There wants no diligence! in Au n FF 31. 
And will no doubt be founddOꝙee ... 
Em. The time is eme; L903 eres bel 
Well flip you: TRE Sor "_ dete, oft 
"Do's yet depend! 9 4 OR i 
Lord. So pleaſe Your! Mijelty,- 1 5750 
= - The Romam Legions all from Galla « ian 2 ” N 
4 Are landed on your Coaſt, with large "ORE 
V1 Roman Gentlemen, by the. Senate ſent. 
. Now for the Couaſel oy; Son and Q Queen: 
ws amard with:! matter 125 


Lord. Guod my Liege, n 20 2975 10 W 


Than whatyou'thear of. Au rig alen, 
Come more, for more vou re ready; K 
The want is, but. to put theſe cad fark in Motion, 
T0 long to mov. 
I thank you; let's withdraw | 4-9 
. and meet the time, as it ſeeks us. We fear not 
What can from Itzalyannoy: us, but 


| 

| 

| Your Preparation can ot gels ny f | 
hrs 

/ 


T wrate- him Imogen was flain. Tis ſtrange ;- - 
- _ +Nor hear. I from my Miſtreſs, who did pom 

- "To yield me often Tidings. Neither Know 1 

What is Betide to Cloten, but remain 

Perplext in all. The Heav'ns ſtill muſt work ; 
Wherein Jam falſe, J am honeſt; not true, 8 true. 


Even to the Note o th King, or III fall in them; 
All other Doubts, by time ſet them be cleat d, 


SCENE III The Ft.. 

Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, and: woes ang 
Gait: The. Notle is round about-us- TORT | 
: 2 * from ee N „ 


we grieve at Chances here. Away. 1 | 
Peſ.. I heard no Letter from my Wu bare 5 4 7 


Py * 
'* 


Theſe preſent Wars ſhall-find'T love my ee 5 21 


bene brings in ſome Boats, that are not deer. bras 


wh - 


rn} fied bong) Wat 


** 


c LL res 71 


„ 


. What 1 Sir, find, we in He to Jock: it 
Via Action, and A. Wenturs? a 


Guid. Nay, What Hope 1 n | 7 


Have we in hiding us? this way. the n 
Muſt, or for Britams lay. us, or receive us 
For barbarous and unnatural Revolts 
During their Uſe, and Jay us, after, 


rd i S054 3 
Bel. Sons, 5 3 


We'll higher to the Mountains, there 1 88 Us. 


To the King's Party there's no going; newneſs gh w 


Of Cloten's Death, we being. not known, nor muſter d 
Among the Bands, may drive us to a render 

Where we have livd: And fo extort from's = 
Which we have done, whoſe AN wa. be Death, 
Drawn on with Torture. 


Guid. This is, Sir, bt 1 : 7 0 


In ſuch a Time, e eb 8 vou, CY bis 
Nor fatisfy ing Ms. in © WM 

Arxv. It is not likely, * 
That when they hear his Roman hers acigh; 


Fd 22 


Behold their quarter d Fires, have both their EM geen 


And Ears ſo cloy' d itnportantly as now, 

That they will waſte their time upon our _— 9 

To know from whence we are. ; 

Bel. Oh, Tam 'known — © 7 

Of many in the Army; many Vears, 

Though Cloten, then but Van 
From my Remembrance. And peſides, the King 
Hath not deſerv'd my Service, nor your Loves, 
Who find in my Exile the want of Breeding; 


The Certainty of this hard Life, aye hopeleſese. : 


To have the Courteſie your Cradle promis d. 
But to be fill hot Summer's Tanlings, and 
The ſhrinking Slaves of Winter. + y 
Grid. Then be ſo, 5 
Ho denier to ceaſe to be; pray, Sir, to th Arm Ta. 
I, and my Brother are not known; your 77 oe 1 
So out of Thought, and, thereto 0 o'er LEO, 5 
Cannot be queſtion d. IE 6. 
Axv. By this Sun that ſhines. 2 „ 
. thither; what thing 1 is it, that 1 never. | 


* 


+ © * 
„„ 34 „ St x; nr 3 4 
N 1 4 3 . 4, AM » f : » 
Rh » 


you ſee, not wore him 


5 4 
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Did ſee Man die, frarce & & bord 0 . 

But that of coward Hares, „ Bot Goats and Venia: 
Never beſtrid a Horſe fave one, that had . 
A Rider like my ſelf, who ne er wore Roni | 
Nor Iron on his Heel? I am aſham'd. 

To look upon the holy gun, to have 7 Wh 

The Benefit of his bleſt Beams, remaining 3 


1 
1 1 4: * 


So "Gu T r 2415 4 4 wy 1 
: By Heavens I'll go; . 


— will bleſs me, Sir, and give we ha, a 4414 $2 
take the better care; but if you will Be 1 259% 


Ls hazard therefore due fall on me, das 1 

The Hands of Romans. . 5 vw i ET 
Arv. So fay I, Amen. N — 
Bel. No Reaſon I, fink of your 17 you . - 

So flight a Valuation, ſhould reſerve. 7 


My crack d one to more care. Have with Js 0 
If in your Country Wars you Chance to | 

That is my, Bed top, Lads, and there II lye | N 
Lead, lead: die Time ſccmslong, their Blood IP bean 
Til it lie our, and Thews them Punces Ons? . - 


_ 2 
FY 
— 4 = 4.464 4.4 * . $., Fa +64 _ 


A c * 965 8 CE N E & wy 


2 0 * N E A Field berwiy the Britiſh [aud we. 


. De 


* 


"Ever FoRthumus ith bleody randterchi. 1115 


Pot. X/ EA blocdy Cloth,” IMI cep thee; fot I em —— 4 
1 Thou ſhould'ftbe colour d thus. You: marr 8 85 


If each of you would take this Courſe, how many > : 


Muſt murther Wives much better than e 220TH 
For wrying but a little? Oh Piſanto! * oy . 
Every good Servant does not all tommahdi— 175 
No Bond, but to do juſt ones: Gods! if; fo. 1 
Should have ta'en Vengeaiice; on my Faults, - % hier 


© T1119 © 


Had liv'd to put on "this ;>fo ad yo Boe” * + FF TIM 


The noble Imogen to repent, and ſtrook” 


Me, Wretch, more worth your Ven eance. But alack 


Fon ſaatch from hence for little Faults; that's love 


To 


| CYMBETINE,) 7 2 
To have them fall no more; you ſome permit 
To, ſecond ills with ills, each worſe than — +. * 
And make them drezd it, to the Doers thriſt: 
But Imogen is your on, do your beſt Wills, 
And make me bleſt to obey. I 2 bicher 
.  Amengft th Italian Gentry, and co fight T7; 
Againſt my Lady s Kin dom; tis enou h. {4 
That, Britain, I have Killd.tby Miſtr 3 Nu 
I give no Wound to thees. therefore, good Heav'a as, 
Hear patiently my Purpoſ. Ill diſtobe me 1 | 
 theie-Lialian Weeds, and ſuit my ſelf - a 
s does a Britain Peaſant; fo II fight ad 205 
Againſt the Part I come with; ſo Vil lie 85 i av 244 
For thee, O Imogen, even'for whom my Life 
Is every Breath, a Death; aud thus unknown, 


Pitied, nor hated, to the Face of Peri. 

My felf IU dedicate. Let me make Den know 

Mere Valour in me, that my Habit's Shows. 
Gods, put the ſtrength o'th'Leonati in me; 

To ſhame the Guiſe o'th' World, I will. begin- 


The Faſhion leſs without, and more within. | ales 


| Enter 1 lachimp- and the Reeg Ape; one Door; 
 _ and he Britain Army at another: Leonatus Poſthumus 
' following like 4 poor Soldier. They march over, and go 
aut. Then enter again in Skirmi lachimo, and Poit- 


humus; he eee a ee —— nd 4 2h 


then leaves mw." a3 6 


4 Lech The heavineſ and 5k wikis ah . 
Takes off my Manhood ; I have belyd a my Bo ef 43 408 
The Princeſs of this Country ; and the Air — 4 
Revengingly enfeebles me: Or could this Carle, 

A very drudgę of Nature's, have ſubdud me 
In my Profeſſion? Knighthoods, and Honours born,” 
As I wear mine, are Titles but of Scorn; oo 41934 
If that thy Geotry, Britain, go before + 

This Lewr; as be exceeds our Lords, the ood der 2514 
NY that * N e 10 Loy ene [Exit. 
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- The Battel continues, the Britains fly 
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, Cymbeline ir taten; 


Then enter #0 hits Tyſons, Bellarius, Guiderius, and 
Arviragus. | | 
Bel. Stand, ſtand, Shave theAdvantage ofrheGround 
That Lane is guarded: nothing routb us, RF | 
The Villany of our Fears. | 2 
Naur Poſthumus; and ſtconds the raise, n ron 

Cymbeline, and Exernm. 

5 Then enter . Iachimo, a I mog | 
Tuc. Away, Boy, from the Troops, and ſave thy WF | 

For Friends kill Friends, and the DENY ſue 
As War were hood- Wink d. Res; 

Jach. Tis their freſh Supplies. 3 1 

Luc. It is a Day turn d ſtrangely; or bees 
Let's re-inforce or 8 [Exon | 

Euter Poſthumus, and-a Britain Lord. © 

Tord. Camiſt thou from where they t made che Rand ? 

Poſt. I did. 

Though po it foems came from the: rler. 
Lord. I did. 
Paſt. No blame to you, Sir, for all was lot, 
Bus that the Heay'ns fought: the King himſelf 
Of his Wings deſtitute, the Army broken, 
And but — of Britains feen ; all flying: | 
Through a ſtraight Lane, the Enemy full- heated, 
Lolling rhe Tongue with fhught'ring, having Work 
More plentiful, than Tools to do'r, ſtraek down 
Some mortally, ſome flightly touch'd, ſome falling 
Meerly. through fear, that the ftraighr Paſs was damm'd 
With dead Men, hurt behind, and Cowards living ”- 
To die with lengthen'd ſhame. - 
Tord. Where was this Lane? 

Fot. Cloſe by the Bartle;ditch'd,and wall'd with Turf, 
Which: gave Advantage to an ancient Soldier, en 
An honeſt one I Warrant, who deſerv'd. e 
So long a breeding, as his white Beard came to, 

Ia doing this for's Country. Athwart the Lane, 

He, with two Striplings, Lads more like to run 

The Country baſe, than to commit ſuch e, 

Wich Faces fi for Masks, or TT * 9 
n 


- 


* 
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Than thoſe for Preſervation cas'd, or Shame, | 


Made good the Paſſage, cry'd to thoſe that fied, 
Our Britains Hearts die flying, not our Men, 
To darkneſs fleet Souls that fly backwards; Rand, 
Or we are Romans, and will give you that 4 
Like Beaſts, which you ſhun beaſtly, aud may mes 


But to look bac k in front: Stand, ſtand. Thee three, | 


Three thouſand confident, in act as many; 


For three Performers are the File, when all 
The reſt do nothing. With this word rand, ſand, 
Accommodated by the place; more charming 

With their own nobleneſs, which could have turn d 
A Diſtaff to a Lance, gilded pale Looks; 


Part Shame, part Spirit renew'd;that fometura'd Co | 
But by Example (Oh a Sin in War, 
Damn 'd in the firſt Beginners) gan to look 


The way that they did, and to grin like Lions 
Upon the Pikes o th Hunters. Then began 

A ſtop i' th' Chaſer, a Retire; anon 

A Rout, Confuſion thick. Forthwith they flie 


Chickens, the way which they ſtoop'd Eagles: : Slavery 
The ſtrides the Victors made; and now our Cowards 


Like Fragments in hard Voyages became ts 
The Life o' th'need; having found the back-door open 


Of the unguarded Hearts, Heav*as, how they wound, | | 


Some Alain before, ſome dying ; ; ſome their Friends 
O'er-born i' th former wave, ten Gghac'd by one. 
Are now each one the Slaughter -man of twenty 
Thoſe that would die or cer reſiſt, are NONE 
The mortal Bugs o' th' Field. 

Lord. This was a ſtrange chances © | ON 
A narrow Lane, an old Man, and two Boys: 

Poſt. Nay, do not wonder at it; you are made 


Rather to wonder at the things you hear, 


Than to work any. Will you rhime upon't, 
And vent it for Mock'ry? Here isone: 
* Two Boys, an old Man twire 4 Bey, a Lane, 
« Preſerv'd the Britains, was the Romans bane. 
Lord. Nay, be not angry, Sir. 
Poſt. Lack, to what end? - 
Who dares * ſtand his Foe, III be his f ; 
2 


* 


. 
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For if he'll do, as he is made to do,. 
I know he'llquickly fly my np xc too. 
Vou have put me into Rhyme. [405 5 
Tn Farewel,: you're angr * . Exit 
y ; 


Still going? this is a oh poke: Mitery - 

To i th Field, * asle What News of me; 
To-day, how many would have given their Honours 
To have ſavd their Car kaſſes? took heel to det, 
And yet died to. I, in mine own woe charm'd. 
Could not find Death, where I did hear him groan, _ 
Nor feel him he ſtrook. Being an ugly Monſter, - 
"Tis ſtrange he tides hjm in freſh Cups, ſoft Beds, 
Sweet Words; or hath more Miniſters than We 
That draw his Knives i'th' War. Well, I wil won lum; 
For being now 2 Favburer to the Britain, 
No more a Britain, I bare reſum'd again 
The part I came in. Fight Iwill no more, 
But yield me to the verieſt Hind, that ſhall big 
Once touch my Shoulder. Great the Slaughter is 
Here made by th Roman; great the anſwer te, 
Britains muſt take. For me, my Renſom ' Peach, 
On either fide I come to ſpend my Breath; - 
Which neither here % keep, not bear agen, 
But end it by ſome means for Imogen. „„ 

Enter to Captains, and Soldiers. | 8 

l Cap: Great Fapiter- be prais'd, Lucius is taken. 
"Tis thought the old Man, and his Sons were Angels. 

2 Cap. There was 2 fourth Man, in a 1 95 285 
That gave th' Affront with them. 5 | 

1 Cap. So tis reported; Bt 
_ none of 'em can be found: Sand, who's there? 3 

A Roman. — 

Who had nor now been drooping here,” if Seconds + 


Had anſwer'd him. 


2 Cap. Lay Hands on bim; A Dog 
A Leg of Rome ſhall nor return to tell - 4 
W hat Crows have peck'd them here; he brags his Service 
As if he were of Note; bring him to the King, 8 


Enter Cymbeline, Bellarius, Guiderius Arviragus, Pifanio, 
and Roman Captives. The Captains preſent Poſt humus 


to n mo welivers _ over 40 4 Goaler. 
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"SCENE I. 1 Fate. 


Enter Poſthumus, and two e a 
1 Goal. You ſhill not now beſtoln;you have locks apon 
So graze, as you find Paſture. ö you; 
1 Goal. Ay, or aS onach> [Exeunt Goalers. 
Poſt, Moit welcome Bondage; for eu art a way,” 
I think, to Liberty; yet al better 
Than one that's lick o'th"Gour, ſince he bad nber 
Groau ſo in per petuity, than be curd” hy 
By th ſure Phyſician, Death; W¹O abe Rey“ 
Funbar theſe . My Conſcience} thoũ art Rar d 
More than my Shanks, and Wriſts you goed Gods give! me 
The penitent Inftrument*to-pick that Bolt, 
Then free for ever. 1;'t enough I am ſorry? 
So Children temporal F athers * appeaſe; 8 
Gods are more full of Mercy. Muſt 1 repent,” 
I cannot do it, better than in Gyves, br 8 * 
Deſir'd, more than coaftrain'd- 1 to ſatisie 
If of mxhreedom tis the main part, take bs 1550 
No ſtricter render of me, than my All. 15 
1 know you are more. element than vile Men, 
Who of their broken Debtors take à third, 
A ſixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 
On their abatement ; that's not my Deſire, 
For Imogen's dear Life, take mine, and though 
Tiis not fo dear, yet tis a Life; you coin'd it; 
"Tween Man, and Man, they weigh not every ſtamp; 
Though light, take Pieces for the Figure's ſake, 
Tou rather, mine being yours; and ſo, great Powers, 
If you will take this Audit, take this Life, 
And cancel thoſe old Bonds. Oh Imogen 
Ill ſpeak to thee in ſilence. [He Jeeps. 
Solemn Muſick. Enter as in an Apparition Sicilius Leonat us, 
Frluatber to Poſt humus, an old Man, attiredlike a War rior, 
Leading in his Hand an ancient Ma tron, his Wife. and Mo- 
ther to Poſthumus, with Muſick before them. Then aft er 
other Muſick, follow the two young Leonati, Brothers to 
Poſthumus, with Wounds as they died in the Wars. They 
circle Poſthumus reuud as he lies ſleeping. © 


ici. No more thou Thunder-Maſter 
| She thy ſpite on mortal Flies: With 


«+4 
1 


_—. 4 % 


M5 Crantiany; 


with Mer: fall out, with Juno chide, that thy Adulteries 
2 Rates, and revenges. + | 
Hath my poor Boy-done-:aught but wel, L 
Woſe Face I never law? ©; hes 
I dy'd whilſt in the Womb he ſtay'd, | 
| Attending Nature's L. e 
Who Father. then, (as Men report, 
| Thou Orphans Fathegyant) 
Thou ſhould ft have been, ad ſhielded hin 
| From his Earth-vezing Smart. 
Moth, Lucius lent not mo her ag. 
But took me in my Throes, 
That from me Was Pofthumusript, 
| Came 22 mangſt his Foes. 
A thing of 
Sici. Great „ "mo like his Anceſtry, | 
Moulded the ſtuff ſa fair; © 4h 
That he deſerv'd the. praiſe 4 Word, 74 
As great Meal Heir. 
1 Bro. When once ha was mature for Maw; 
In Brican where he 
That could. ftagd- up his Parallel,” 35 85 5 
Or Ra Obe be.. 
5 3 that bet | 
Could deten bis. Dignity & 
Month. With Marriage — Wh was he, et. 
To he gil d, and thiawn ' 
Fam Lanati Scat, wy 


caſt 
s  . Fram ber bis deareſt ane: 


Sweet huggen! 
Sici. WB. Aid vou ſuſſet. l 
Slight of H 
To \ > Wan e Heart "and 


Oecher a n 47 
Ea. Fes Fes. this, Sn Hiller e, 

Dun Patents, agd.us wn, | 
— 4 —-oy "_R 
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Our Fealty, and Tenanzius Right, 
With Honour to maintain. | 
1 Bra. Like hardiment Pofhumu hath 
To Cymbdetine perform d.. 
Then Jupiter, thou King of Gods, / Ab +; 
Why hat thou thus adjourn's, | reels. e eee 4 
The Graces for his Merits dus. 4 158 
15 all to dolours turn dꝰ 
8 y Cryſtal Window $64: 15 out 4 
longer exerciſe, 
Upon a A —_— Race, thy bam 
Add potent Injuries- 7 
Anh. Since, Fupirer, our Son ge. 
Take off his'Miferies: + 1 5 
$6. eee Marble Manſion kelp, | 
Or we poor Ghoſts will cry _ 
. To th' ſhining $y nod of the reſt, As 
Againſt —— Deity - 
. 2 Bretb. Help. Fupiter, or we appeal, | 


4 And 2 my 97m. fly. a 
_ Jupiter deſcends andLightaing, Waben 
jp A envy pra ane wn 
bei "Knees. 
E e — you e ne of: Region % 

d our — huſh! How dare yow Ghoſts | 
Accuſe the Thuaderer, iwhoſe Bolt, you know, "I 
Sky-planred, batters all rebelling Coafts. 6 46 
Poor Shadows of Eliſium dene and reſt 
Upon your er- withering Banks of Flowers. 

Be not wich mortal accidents oppreſt, 
No\ oare of yours it is, you" know Ges a 
| 2 baſt. I love, 1 eroſt; to make m ew pros 
| more delzy'd; delighted. Be content, | 
Your: low-}aid: Sou, our Godhead will ifes- . 
His Comforts thrive, his Tejals well are {pents © 
Our Jad Star reign ac his Birth,: and in 
Oar: Temple was he married: — _ 
pu ſhall be Lord of BAU — — 
1 happier 72 dy his A — 2884 
The rl upon his Breaſt; wherein ger aps 
ar — his 10 ful Fortune doth cenſtne, 
n ſo away: no farther with your din Ex- 
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Expreſs Impatience, leſt ybu ſtir up wine; n 
Mount Eagle, to my Palace Cryſtalline. 10 N 
Sici. He came in Thunder, th's — Breach l 
Was ſulphurous to ſmell; the holy 3 a 
 Stoop'd as to foot us; his Aſcenſion is 18. T 

More ſweet than qu bleſt Fields; his Royal Bird 
Prunes the immortal Wing, 8 bis en 
As when his God is pleas d. 


All. Thanks, Jupiter. 1 in: 
Sici. The Marble Pavement * by ener. 
His radiant Roof: Away,and:to be bleſt 6 05 


Let us with care perform his great Bebetk. " {Panifh. 

Poft. Sleep. thou haſt been: a Grandſire, and begot 
A Father to me : and thou baſt creed 
A Mother, and twWe Brothers. Butz ob ſeorn! Vas, ad 
| Gone —ihey went from hence ſo ſoon as they were _ | 
And fo I am awake. dor wretches that e 
On GreatueS Favour, dream as 4 have done, 
Wake, and fd nothiog.: But, alas, verve: "Ty 
Many dream not to find neither deſerve; thank IT 
And yet are ſteepid in Faveurss: ſo am! ys 42) 7: [ — 
That (apes Golden Chance, und know not why 
What Fairies haunt this Ground? a Book! r tame ! 


Be got, as is our faggied/ World, a Garment 


| Nobler chan that it cone, Let thy effects 
So follo u, to be moſt unlike: e $62 ee 
As go » As PremiG. r iS WY 
Dl RO 1 * VEE 102 10 f 


En an le Lion's Whelp all. ue himpelf, n 
without ſeeking ind. and be embracid by a: piece 
| 7 tender Air; And Go a: ately Cedar ſunilc be 
opt branches, which being dend many, zar hu li after 
revive, be jointed ta the old Stock, And freſhly grow, then 
ſhall Poſthumus end his Miſeries, Britain be Foriunate, 
| and flouriſh in Eeace and Plenum _ 
IN ſill a Dream; or elſe ſuch ſtuff as Madimen'. 

8 ue, and Brain not: Tis either both. eee net 
enſeleſs ſpeaking, or a ſpesking ſu cn 

As er cannot untie, But What it is, „ bob 
The Action of my Life is ke! it, which 5 iT 


r but for * 645 e W eich „üben 100 


WE egos e weld on : wa d 


rns LAB. =. 


den Wonb act E55 Goch. is U 85 80 
©” Goal: Come, Sir, are you ready for Denk- 
Pot. Over: roaſled rather : ready long ago. 
SGoesl. Hanging is the Word, Sir, if Tu; be So 8 2 
02 ou: * yo cookr. "7 4 
5 if T prove a re to t e rear, 
the Diſh pays the ſhor. s jos 
_ Goal: Aheay reckoning for) jou 8 Sir: * the comfort is, 
1 ſhall be called to no more payments, fear no more Ta- 
vern Bills, which are often the de neſsofparting,as the pro, 
curing of mirth; you came in faint for want ot meat, de- 
-part reeling with'too much Drink ; forry that you have 
paid too much, and ſorry that you | are paid too much; 
Purſe and Brain, both empty; the Brain the heavier, for 
Gags light ; the Purſe toolight, being drawn of hea- 
vinels. Oh, of this contradiction you ſhall now be quit: 
Oh the A of a penny Cord, it ſums up thouſands in 
trice; you have no true Debtor, and Creditor; but it 1 0 
what's paſt, is, and to come, the diſcharge; your Nee k, Sir, 
iz Pen, Book, and Counters ſo the Acquirtance follows, 
| Foſs. lamimerrier-to-die; than thou arr to live 
Goal. Indeed, Sir, he that fleeps; feels not the Tooth- 
Ache: but a Man that were to ſleep your Sleep, and 7 
Hangman to help him to Bed, I think he would change 
places with his Officer: for — Sir, Jou 9 
not which Way you ſhall go | | 
Poſt.. Yes indecd do I, Fellow: 1 row dune N. * 250 
Goal. Vour Death has Eyes in's Head then ; Lhave not 
ſeen him ſo picxur d: you muſt either be directed by me, 
that take upon them to know, or totake upon your {elf* - 
that which Iam ſure you do not know; or lumptheafter-. 
enquiry on your 6wn peril and how you ſhall ſpecd in. 
your Journies end, I think you'll return never to tell one. 
Feſt. 1 tell thee, Fellow, there are none want Eyes, 
to direct them the doin, th . dut in as wikk, 4 
and will not uſe them. | * 
Soal. What an infinite rn — A dias lo aa 4> 
have the beſt uſe of Eyes, to ſeek the Way of biindqeſs: 
lam ſure ſuch hanging's the way of win bag.” | 
Enter a Meſſenger; - my 
Meſ. Knock off his Manac'es, being your Prifoncr 70 to 
the King. D Pop. 


2 


% 


42 0 1 NAT UI b. 


. heir Wills ;fo ſhould I, NS, | Maud (WE, Were 
Sion of Goalers: 


e 


Fel. Thou bring'f god News, I am call d to be made 

Goa. Il NE he | Tree. 

Poſt, Thou ſhalt be 925 freer than a Gabler: 2 
for the Ded. [Exgpont. 


Gos. Unleſ a Man would marry 4 Gallows, and — 


| f 
B IS 


ere arc verier Knayes deſire to live, far 
man : and there be ſomeaf them toa th die againſt 


allofout Mind, 1290 ape MI 8 Sd Ob ned 
Oles; 


1 zinſt mij pRlent 
, bur my -wiſh hath a pre n t. 7 


50 E NE * Abele un, 


5 © candy Gan uren 


oy My Fhrone: Wo is my Heart,” 
che poor Soldier that fo richly fought, | 
ic Rags D d gilded Arms, hole raked rat 


— Thing: ab aer 
Such precious D — in one that promis's * 


Zut y and poor Looks. 
5 2 tidings — 1 


* He bach been fearch'damong che ded | 4 : 
Aut no trace of him? 1 n 
Cym. To my Grief, I am 


The Heir of his Reward, which-I will ads - 


To, you, the Lives, Heart, and Brain of Brit 
[Fo Bell. Guid. and wir 


By whom, 1-grant, ſhe lives. Tu now the time 
o * 


ank of whence you are. ry oct heed 
Bal. Sir., 


In K 8 


Further to boaſt, were neither 
dann I on we are — 


— 


— 
* . 
| a 
< EY 


2 #4 


"Ou azur 


N 7 Bow your — ; 
85 na t bur Ferſou. | wil fir * 


With Di ene ente + Effates.' 

; Areas — n Ladies. 
There's Bossen in theſe Faces: whiy fo fidly = 
Greet you our Victory? you look li * 
And not o'th Court of Britain. 

= Hail, great King; 16 
To ſour your Im report 
CE 1 

m. Whom — Phyſitios../ 2 0 55 

Would this report become but-Feonfider, 
My Med'eine Life may be ; Prelong d, yet bebe 
Will ſeize ehe Doctor to. Tow endovihe * 

Cor. With horrour; madly dying; like her LY 
Which, being eruel to the World, concluded 
Moſt crueb 66 her H What ſhhe con t , 
I will report fo pott you. Phbeſe — | HL. 
Can trip me, if Pert; ho yy ory (vary ky” 25 
Were Lenurhem fbe finiſd. 


Prichee fay: 

_— Firſt; deen ne were ove; only. 
AﬀeRed Grearneſs g you, not pow: 
Married your Royalty, was Wike to you your” Place, 
Abharr'dyour' Perſons | 

Cym. She-alone — 2 175 
And but fie" Poe it dying og; {would o not 
Believe: her — 4 1ert opening ik. Proceed. | 

Cor. Your Mughter; whom ſhe bore in Hand to love 

With ſuck Tareprity/ ſhe did couſefz ,. 
Was a Scorpiowto' her ſight, whole Life, 
But that her flight prevontech it, * b 
Ta' en off by<Poiſons 

Cym. O moſt delicate Fiend"? E A 
Who irt can dend u. Wchan F is chere more F "4 

Cor. More, Sir, aud worſt: She did confeſs gie had 
For you a mortal Mineral; whieh being too, 
Should by the minute fee on Lifey-anddingring, 
By Inches waſte you. It hier time; — 1 


* watchingy — ea 


wok - 


* 


CB. 
— 


4  GCrnmpebing 
Oercome you with her new Nes and in, tim em 


When ſhe- had ficted. you with ir haſh, — 


Her Son into th? Adopti Wh nn 115 I 
But failing of her.Eadb 0 SHE — — hog gil 4 i 
Grew ſhameleſs. deſperate, open d. in deſpighlt 


Of Heav'n, and Men, ber. purpoſes: e 725 7 


The Evils ſhe. batch'd, were not eſſected: fo. ru 4 


Deſpairing, dy'd. os on ban 
Cym. Heard you all this, You Women? | 1 5 
Lac. Wedid, d pleaſe your Hig hne. 
Cym. Mine. Eyes | U d 3 1 


Were not in e the. was benutiful,:... as ntl 
Mine Ears that heard 1 r my Heare,. 9 
Thar thought her like 

To have miſtruſted her, yet, O my Daughter! ie 
That it was folly i in me, thou may ſt lay, yr 


And prove it in thy feeling. Heayvin mend Al, 1 


Enter Lucius, Iachimo, and other Roman Fri/eney', Lear 
en HARA brking, and Imogen. lite L 
Thou com'ſt not, Caius, now for Tribute, that 1925 
The Britains have ras d gat, though with the loſfs-:-. ;; 
Of many a bold one; whoſe K in n have m ſuĩt 
That their good Sbuls may be appeas d, wih laughter 
ol you their Captises, which our ſelf haue _— 
ink of your Eſtate... 201 
Conſider, Sir, the 3 War + the Day FI 
ours by Accident: had it gone with us 
"hould not. when the Blood was cool, have t hreatued 
85 Priſoners wir h the Sword. But ſince the SN 241 
Will have it thas, that nothing but our Lives 
May be call d Ranſome, 1 come: . 9 
A Roman, with a Roman's Heart can * 2 . 
Auguſtus lives to think ont; and ſo much re 
For my pecul ar Care. This one thing only 6 
1 will intreat, my Boy, a Britain born, 3 


Let him be ranſom d: never Maſter had 2 4x 5 | 


A Page ſo kind, ſo duteous, diligent, . Weg Py Le 
So tender oxer his Occakons, true, to panT: 


So feat, fo Nurſe-like; let his — 1 44; 


With my Requeſt, which li make bold, your Nee | | 


Cannot deny: — no Britain ham 
| Though 


ſemipg,, It had been vicious 


J 


« 2p 
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2 he bath feryis aner. re bin Su ß 


. And 
Cm. lhaverfurely- — Si 46 15 


His Favour is familiar to me: B - 1-4 Thy 15 > a 


ate no Blood befide:!1;- a ie * 


Thou haſt look'd thy ſelf into my _ Wien 
And art mine own. Lknow not Why, nor — 
To fay, live Boy: neter thank thy Maſter, age, 
And atk of Cymbeline what Boon thou wilt, 

Fitting my Bounty, and thy ſtate, Ig ire it: 


Vea, though thou do e 2 nes r 


The Nobleſt ta en. af e 
Imo. 1 humbhy chank your Higboeſt. 1% n vi; 
Luc. I do not bid thee beg my Late, good Lad, 

And yet I nous thou wilt.“ M Nan 4; 
Imo. No, no, alack, 

There's other work in Hand; 1 Pies int" 


Bitter ro me as Death ; Fung Life _ Maſter, 


Muſt ſhuffle for it ſelf. 55 
Luc. The diſdains mes. +5 ch5iCF ax 57 


He leaves me, ſcorns me: briefly die their — | 


That place them on the truth of Girls, and 1 5 105 
Why ſtands he ſo perplext ? 29 1 1 e bi 1 

Cym. What would'ft thou, Boy 221 [TD -- 
J love thee more and more: think more . thode; 


What's beſt to ask. Know'ſt him thoulook'ſt on? ſpeak, 


Wilt have him liye?- Is he thy Kin? thy Friend ? 
Imo. He is a Roman, no more Kin to me, 


Than 1 to your Highneſs, hQm being deo your .I ä 


Am ſomething near er.. 
Cn. Wherefore eye ſt thou him ſo? 
Ino. I tell you, om; in En os 40 plat 
To give me n 4 
"Gyms. Ay, with . nen, 8 2 
And lend my beſt Arten ian. Whats thy Name? 
Imo. Fidele, Sir. 


| m. Thou'rt my 00d Youth, my Page, 
rüde 


thy Maſter: with me, ſpeak freely. 
- Bel. Ic not this Boy'raviv'd from Death? 

Aru One Sand another 

Not more reſembles that ſweet Rofic Lad, 5 

Who dy d, and was Fidele: what think u? _ 


gr er wn eee rag" — — py — 
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Gu The ſame deadthing e n5 ws 9 a net 7 1 
Bel. Peace, peace, fee further; he poons nor, fordear} 


Creatures may be alike : . Tun re 

He would have ſpoke t ] rr th" J 4H 
3 —— o ene 
F is my e een ee Rb. - 

Since we is. living; ler rhe rims ran on, 5 Lou | 

N. good or bad. EA 2:08 55 


m. Come, — owns ide. 
Make thy Demand aloud, Sir, ſtep — necks 
Give anſwer to this Roy: and doin freely, r 
Or by ous Grgawmels, and che grace oft: a 
Which 3 is our Honour, bitter — : 1 . bn! 
Winnow the Truth from Falſhood On, fpeakito him: 
Imo. My Boun is, rharchio\Genrleman' bey Sent 
Poft. What's that to him mY T1 88 W d ol 1 ry 
Cym. That Diamond upon yous' Finger, _ 
How came ivipoursd 4 fort 2 097 97 
Iach, heult torun un to — that | 
Which to be ſpoke —— cereus thee.” * 
Cym. How ! me k ww Ht 66h 3 
Ianb E amgladto be eee vitorchat” - 
mo tos ments me to one © By. Villeay''' 
* this Ring + t was Lanna Jewel, . 
Whom thou didiſt bawifh: andy which: more ere 
Asir doth me, a nobler Sine er lia dd 
"Twixt Sky and Ground. Wilt chow benen Lord? 
Om. All that belongs d this. 4 
Iach. That Paragon thy 9 — l 
For whom my Heart drops Blood, and er tab Spins : 
Quailto remember. Give me leave. Ifaint Sons. 
Cym. My Daughter, what of her? Renew thy Scre 
J had rather thou ſhoul'Tt live, while Nature: will, 
_ Than die ere I hear more: ſtrioe Men, and peak“ 


q 


ach. Upon a. time, unbappyaas the Clock i! | 5 11 
That ſtruck the Heun it was in Nome, 2ocuns'd : 

The Manſion where, was —. — Feaſt; ob would: 

Our Viands ha&beeii-prifon'd®'or ar leaſt” 2 
Thoſe which kh. ad. be good * 


111 


* 


C VUA DIN. 


What Would I ſay ꝰ he α¹ỹmao goad to be 

Where ill Men were: — the beſt of * + 

Amon gſt N of. geod ones u ſitting . | 

Hearing us prailc our af Italy 

For Beauty, that made <> dF 

Of him that boſþ, could ſpeak 3. for Reatare, — 

The Shrine of os Q ge fr Condition, 

Poſtunes. Nr 

A Shop of ho-qualicies, —__ h 

Loves Woman far, baſides that hook of Wiving; 

Fairneſs, Which ſtrizes the Eye. 

m. I ſtand gn - Game co.the matter, 1 
Iach. Rx all, * 2 z | 

Yolo thaw. Would ſt grieve q 8 nume, 

Moſt like a. noble; Laid; in love, and one 

That had a Royal Leser, took his hint, 

r not diſpraiſing hom we. n bees 


Fl Mito e which by bis To —.— 
S Fiet are, M y his age, 
5 And then a Mind put in't, either our — 

Were crach & in Wuchieg. Trulls, or . 

Prov'd us.uaipaking:Sots. - + 

_— Nay, nay, to th' purpoſe. 


Your Dooghter's Chittiey there k 225 
He ſpake of her, — — had hot Dreams, 5 


| 7 
© "_ 
4. 


And ſhe alone were, cold whereat, I Wreteh 


Made ſcruple of his Praiſe, and wag d with him 
Pieces of Gold. Kinde this which-chen he wore 1 
Upon his Honour'd Finger; to attain 5 

5 ſuit the place offs Bed, and win chi: Ring. 
5 hers pay Adulteny; he, tue Knight, © 

4 N, A her Honour confident ha ö 
Than I did. truly find: her, ſtakes.t „Ring, = 
675 would ſo, 5 it been a „ ee 
PN W ht ſo ſafel ie 

Been all the — * Britain 
Poſt I ig this deſign: well. may you, Sir, 
Remember meat Court, where-I was ravght, - 
Of your chaſte Daughter, the wide differe ic 
Twirt Amorous, and:Villainous. — thas ofa 


Of * not longiog; mine 


Dy ond 


* 
+ — 1 


* 


1 


Gan in your duller Briegis pete = Ry 
Moſt vilely : for my Vant 13 5 
And to be brief, my practiſe ſo prevail d. hs OE 
That I return d with fimular-proof ace, 
To make the Noble Lronarns mad, £ 1 
By. wonnding his belief in her Renown, / „ i 
With Tokens thus, and thus; averring Notes 
Of Chamber: Hanging, Pictures, this her 
(O cunning how I got it) nay ſome Marks 
Of {e et on her Perkon, that he could not 
But think her Bond- of Chaſtity quite po 
1 — en the forfeit eee 
1 I fe him no- 75 3 
y, ſo thou do ſt. (comin e 
15 1 Fendt Ay me, moſt e Fool, | 
egious Murtherer, Thief, anything 
5 ——— all the Villains paſt, in being, 
To come — Oh give me Cord, Knife or Poiſon, *. $4 
Some upright Juſticer.' Thou King, ſend- "our : 
For Torturers;i6genious'zit i ! Eur. 
That al th' abhorred things o th Earth 9 =. 
By Deng worſe than they. Lam Poſthnmus, f 
That kill'd thy Daughter: Villain-like, I lye, < ce 
That caus d a leſſer Villain than my ſelf, 
A ſacrilegious Thief to dot. The Temple et 
Of Virtue Was ſbe ; yea, and ſhe her ſelf, | | 
Spit, andithrow!Srones,/calt-Mire pon mer . | Ny 
The Dęgs ob Street to bait me: oneey Vitaio | TOP, 5 
=. Be call'd Pofthumus Leonatus, and BEL 
| Be Villainy lefs than«rwas:: Oh Hege? 
My Queen, my Eiſe, my Wife! oh Imogen, 
Imogen, Imogen 
| Imo. Peace, my Lord, hear, 33 ro 
F- Pof. Shall's have a Play of this? 
* Thou ſcorgfulPage;therelie thy part ton uncle fall, | 
Pi{. Oh Gentlemen, help: 
Mine and your Miſtreſę Oh, my Link Poms! 15 b 
You ne er kill'd, Imogen: eee * 28 
Mine honour d Lady - e . 
m. Does the World go round? 128 
Row How. — Seeger on me 476 


* F 
„* . 


Was of more danger, did: compound for her 


. 


Dir thou not ſprak to me Nel ibn ea en 
YE | 


OrmneuIng. 89 


. Wake, my Miſtreſs. Pal] e aunt 
If this be ſo, the Godrdo mean to arte we 

To ok with mortal Joy. en 0 N 
Piſ. How fares my Miſtreſs. hab - * 


Imo. Oh get thee om my nn e e K le ol 
Thou gav'ſt me Poiſon: Dangerous Fellow hence, 


Breath not where Princes are:. . 
. The Tune of Imogen, 1 br 
Pif. Lady, the Gods throw Stones of Gerne if - 
That Box I gave you, | was not thought by me 42 "_ 2 43 
A 3 thing, 1 had it * the Manne * 
New e matter il. | Hiatt waht 
72 It poiſon'd: 7 r 1 


Cora. Oh Gods! 
I left out — whe | Queen Mie 
Which muſt approve thee honeſt. If Piſanio yo" {1 
Have, faid ſhe, given his Miſtreſs that 249 crnge tl 1 
Which I gave him for Cordial, ihe M 4 
As I would ſerut at Rat. T FÜ/ůον $1 i rid e © * 
Cym. What's this; Com : 12 272d * 
28 The Queen, Sir-very oft capornntd ae 1 
To tener Poiſons for her ; ſtill pretend ing A1 * 
The ſatis faction of ber \Knowledge,; only, del 1 
In killing Creatures vile, as Cats and Dogs i 
Of no eſteem. I dreading, that ber purpoſe bie 


A certain ſtuff, Which being ta en, would ons i | 
The preſent x wer af Liſe, but in-ſhort time 
All Offices of Nature ſhould again 6) "7 l 
Do their due Functions. Haveyos genf: r. N . 

Imo. Moſt like I did, for I was dead. $363 

Bel. My Boys, there Was.our Error. % Hil oy 

Guid. This is ſure Fidel. 

Imo. Why did you throw your wedded * from you? 
Think that you are upon a Rock, and no-. 11 
Throw me again. 89 2 n an fl g g. 114 Ln R — 

Poſt. Hang there [ike Fruit, my Soul. of ef? 17 of 
Till the Tree die. $3912 t LT! n tk { .v 0 

Im: How now, y Fleſb my Child? wum vt 
What, mak'ft thou me a Dullard in this Act? ba 


Imo. 


»þ C ELINE 

Ins. Your Bleſſing; Sir [Kneeling 

' Bal, Tho your did — Youth, def Wt 
| You had a Motive fort. 

Cym. My Tears that fall ee TA 
Prove Holy- water ones Images, W 10 .qeu 
Thy Mother's dead. . 94 4 82 1 

Imo. Lam ſorry for! t. wy bend. 0 | 

Om. Oh, fhe was naught; and Sag 0 
Tha we meet here ſo ſtrangelys but ber Sonn 
Is gone, we: 8 bonn, Hor Where. b 

Piſ. My Lord. B 4: $645" | 
Now fear is from me. Il peak: bu. Lord d 
Upon my Lady's miſſing, came ta We 
With his Sword drawn, foam'dat the Mandi and ate 
If I diſeoverd act Which way ſhe Was gone, 
It was my iuſtant Death. By accident 
1 had a teigned Letter of my Maſter's - * 
Then in my ocker, which directed her 
To ſeek him on the Mountains near.todMilford, 15 * 
Where in a frenzy, in mycdaſter' s Gar ments 
FEE vaway, he-poſts”: | I. 
With 1 purpoſę, and 8 7 0 
yn s Honour; whaz became af him. 1 1 
ther know nor. N 11 

Guid. Lev ene endthoftery, I dew bim ther: 42 
cm. Marry, the Gods: foretend. N 
Lwouls wor ti good Dead foals -rormmy Lips V 
Pluck a hard ſentence: ue LOTS $6 1 
Deny't again. Led * 1 
Guid. 1 and Lada. 
m. He was 4 Prince. 

Guid. A moſt incivil one. | The Wrongahe dd ne. 
Were nothing Prince-like; for hedid provoke ma 
Wah that would: make me ſpurn the Sen, 

If it could ſo roar ta me. I cut 1 3 

And am right glad he is not 1 9 

To tell this Tale of mine. gre, FRY 
qm. I am ſorry for thee 

By thine own . — 

Endure our Lau; thou'rt dead. | 
OG TT 


* 


* — "I 
* * 2 » T4 
F» + 1 


C YMBELINE, 


. Biad- the Offender, ' 

And rake him from-our — 

Bel. Stay, Sir King, 
This, Man is better than the Man he flew, 
As well deſcended. as thy ſelf, and hath | 
More of thee merited, than a Band — 
Had ever ſcar for. Let his Arms alone, 
They were not born for Bondage. 

Cym- Why ald Soldier, 8 
Wilt thou — the — ast 
By taſting of gur Wrath? how of Deſcent © 
As good as we? 

Aru. In that he lake . 

Cy. And thou ſhalt die for't. 

Bel. We will die all three, 

But I will prove that two on's are as good 
As 1 have given out of him. My Sons, 1 muſt, 


For mine on part, unfold. 2 * 


Though haply well for n. 


Arv. Your. —— e ne 


Guid, And oun good hi. 
Bel. peg aki — 1 
Was call'd a 
Cym. What of him} bovis = ban Trait, 
Bel. He it i bs that hath . 
Aſſumed this Age; indeed abani09@ Man, 
I know not hom Traitor. 
Cym. Take him hence, 
The whole World ſhall not ſave him. 
Fi wa Not too — 0 
irſt pay m for wt Sons; 
And ert be capk@areall, 4 
As J haveneceiv'd it. 
on: Nyrfing of my Sons? 
Bel. Lam woe blunt, - 55 here's my Racy? 
Ere I ariſe, I will prefer my Sens, © 
Then ſpare not the old Father. Mighty Sir, 


1 


Theſe two young Gentlemen that call me Father; " 


And think they are my Sons, re none of mine, N 


Ther 
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They are the Iſſue of your ney = Liege. 


And Blood of your begerting. . 0 


m. How? my Iflue? 


Bel. 8 48 YOU. ur bees 15 old „ : 


Am that Beilarizss, whom you ſometime baniſh'd; | 
Your Pleaſure was my near Offence, my Puniſhment _ 
It ſelf, and all my Treaſon that I ſuffer d, 
Was all the harm 1 did. + Theſe: gentle Princes, 
For ſuch, and fo they are, theſe ewenty Years | - | 
Have 1 train d up; thoſe Arts they have, = 1 
Could put into them. My Breeding wa . 25 
As your Highneſs knows; their Nurſe Exripbile, | 
Whom for the Theft Lwedded;/ ſtole theſe Children 
Upon my Baniſhment: I mov'd her te __ 
Having receiv'd the Puniſhment before 5275 
For that which I did then. Beaten for 
1 to Treaſon. Their dear Loſs, 


. 
# , 
Go 


Here are your Sons again = — 1 Wen — Fo. 
Twoof oe our ſweet'ſt panions in the We. : 
The Benediction of theſe covering Head ns 
Fall on their Heads like Dew; bereue 
To in- lay Heav'ns with Stars. * 
m. Thou weep'ſt, and ſpeak ſt: 
The Service that you three have done, is more 


Unlike, than this thou tell ſt. I loſt my Children— | 


lf theſe be they, I know not how to wn” 
A pair of worthier Sons. 5 
Bel. Be pleas d a while 
This Gentleman, whom I call rolidbre, kay 2 
Moſt worthy Pyiace,-as yours, is true Guderins 
This Gentleman, my Cadwall,: Arviragus, 
Your younger Princely Son; he, Sir, was lapt 
' Ina moſt curious Mantle, wrought by ch Hand wy 
Of his Queen- Mother, — r 
I can wit W caſe produce. 
Cym. Guiderius ha 
VU pon his Neck a Mole, besen, 


| 3 5 1 * 425 N 


— 4 b 
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Bel. This is hel PCTFVVV VV 
Who hath upon him Rill that natural r | 
It was wiſe Nature's End, in the roar cr | 
To be his Evidence now. | | Ok. 
Cym. Oh, what am L. | 
A Mother to the Birth of e Neer Mother 
Rejoic'd deliverance more; bleſt may you be, 


That after this ſtrange Starting from your Orbs, . 


Thou haſt lo 


You may reign in them now: Oh Imogen, 


it by this a Kingdom. 
Imo. No, my Lord: 


I have got two Worlds by't. Oh ay tence abe 5 

Have we thus met? Oh never ſay hereafter © 
gut I am trueſt Speaker. You-call'd me Brother 
When I was but your Siſter: I you 1 te gl 


When ye were ſo indeed. 
Cym. Did you cer meet? 
Arv. Ay, my good Lord 
Gui, And at firſt meeting loud, 


Continu'd ſo, until we ee 


Corn. By the Queen's Dram ſhe boiled. 7 
Jm. O rare Inftina! _ 


When ſhall I hear all through? this fierce e 


Hath to it circumſtantial Branches, which 


Diſt inction ſhould be rich in. Where? how Id you? | . 


And when came you to ſerve our Reman Captive? 


How parted with your Brothers? How firft met them 2 


Why fled you from the Court? And whether thele? 
And your three Motives to the Battle; with 

I know not how much more ſhould be demanded, 
And all the other by Dependances 


From Chance to Chance? But not the Time, nor Place | 


Will ſer ve our long Interrogarories. See, | 


And ſhe, like harmle 


Pofthumus anchors u Imogen; 
e e ber Eye 

On him, her Brothers, me, her Maſter, hitting 

Each Object with a Joy: The Counter-change 


Is ſeverally in all. Let's quit this Ground. ao TY 


And ſmoak the Temple. with our Sacrifices.. 
N art my grocher, ſo wel hold thee erer. 122 


140 


Ims. 


* 
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Imo. Tou are my Mother too, and did relleve * 
To ſee this gracious Seaſon! 
Om. All o'cr-joy'd. + ; 
Save theſe in — let them be Joyful 00 
For they ſhall taſte our Comfort. | 
Imo. My good Maſter, 1 wil yet do you ſervice, . 
Tur. Happy be you. 6 
Cym. The forloen Soldier that ſo nobly fought, 
He wovld have well becom d nm Rn and s 4 
The Thankings of a King. | 


Pos. I am, Sir, 0 
The Soldier that — de 
Ia poor beſceming: Twas a fitment for . 
The purpoſe I then follow d. ThatÞwas key 5 
Speak, lachimo, I had youdown, EN {5p 9 
Have made your finiſh, 
Lach. I am down again: 
But now my heavy Conſcienceſinkt my 8 | 4 
As then your Force did. Take that Life, beſeech _ 
Which I ſo often owe: But your Ning firſt, 
And here your Bracelet of thetruclt Princels 
That ever ſwore her Faith. 5 
Poſt. Kneel not to e: 
The Power that I have — 8 — you: 
The Malice towards: you, to forgive po Live, 
And deal with ot hers better. "wx -- 
cm. Noblydoom'd; — F 
Weft len our French of nr | | 
Pardon's the Word to all. 
Axv. You help us, — | 
As you did mean indeed to obe our Brother,” 
| Ae that you 
. Your Servant, —— Good my Lord of Kms 
Calif orth your Soorhſayer: As I ſlept, methought 
Great Jupiter upon his Eagle bech d 
Appear d to me, with other ſprig bly ſhews 
Of mine own Kindred. When 2 found 
This Label on my Boſom; whoſe containing 5 


Is ſo from Senſe in hardneſe, that I sn 8 
Make no Collection of it. Ler hin ,e 1 O0%. 
"His Kill i in the ConfiruGtion, Wee E 


Cr ** BE 1 dE. 8 


Tuc. Philarinontes. | 

Sooth. Here; my out ty" "7 0" 

= | Tuc. Read, nds * bee 777 

HEN as A Le iber i, to Hime 1 

without ſeeking find, 275 be gy 4 piece 
of tender Air; and when from à ſtately Cedar ſhall be lopt 
Branches, which being dead 45 ear, ſhall after re- 
vive, be jointed ta the old Stogk, Get freſbly, grow; thin 
fall Poithumus end. his Miferi 4, Britain * . 

and flouriſh in Peace and Feng, | ö 


Thou, Leemutur, urt che Lions Whel 
- The fit and apt Conſtruction of thy ame 
Being Leonatur,vdoth import fo much: SYS 
The piece of tender Air, thy Virtuous Daughter, LM 
Which ve call Mollis Aer, and N Aer © N 
We term it Mmlier: Which Mulier 1 divine 
Is this moſt conſtant Wife, who even now © 
=> Anſwering the Letter of the Oracle, 
" Unknownto you, unſought, were clipt about 
Wich this moſt tender Air. 
Cym. This hath ſome ſeeming. 
Sooth. The lofty Cedar, Royal abs, 
Perſonates theey and thy lopt-Branchespoine oo 
NN Thy two: Sons forth: Who by Bellarius ſtol „ 
For many, Vears thought dead, are no rexij d. 
Tao the Majeſtick Cedar join d; whoſe ſug nr: 
Promiſes Britain ken een, Har in 
m. Well, | Ne 7 
My Peace we will begin gin: "And Ges tac, 6 
Although the Victor, we ſubmit to Caſat, 
And to the Roman Empire; Þt 
To pay our wonted. Tribute, 103 ow 
We were diſſuaded by our wicked Queen... 
Whom Heav'ns in juſtice both on her, and b 55 
Have laid moſt heavy Hand. Ad 
oor. The Fin 4 of the Powers here * tune 7 
Ne 8 of this Peace: The Viſion Va 
ee Fade ou. 3 28 ere the * 


— 
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_ Of this yet ſcarce-cold Battle, at this inſtant 
1 Is full accompliſh'd. For the Reman Eagle e AM+ 
From South ro Weſt, on Wing oo be | 
Leſſen'd her ſelf, and in the Beams o' th' Sun 
 Sovaniſh'd; which fore-ſhew'dpur Princely page, 
Th Imperial Cæſar, ſnould again unite 
4 His Favour, with the Radiant Cymmbeline, x. 
£1 Which ſhines here in the Weſt. 5 
4 Om. Laud we the Gods: _ | 
Andlet our crooked Smoaks climb to their Nottril 
| | From our bleſt Altars. "Publiſh we this Peace N 5 8 
ö To all our Subjects. Set e for ward: let N Uta 
A Roman. +. a Britiſh Befign ware 
. Friendly together; ſo through — 's Town march 
And in the Temple of great Jupiter ber” 
; Our Peace we'll ratify,” Seal it with Feaſts... taped © 
Set on there: Never was a War did ceaſe l 


— 
4, 
1 


has.” 


; | Ere pod TY were wa 4. 9 ſucha Peace. 
| 25 a - e mus. N 
7 — 1732 . 72 oy 7 - $; T | 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HERE AS R Walker, and his Accomplices, 
\ V have printed and publiſbed ſeveral of Shate- 
Ry, ſpear's Plays. and, to ſcreen their innumerable 
Errors, advertiſe, that they are printed 28 they are acted; F 
and induſtriouſly report, that the ſaid Plays are printed 
from Copies made ule of at the Theatres: I therefore 
declare, in Juſtice to the Proprietors, whoſe Right is 
| baſely invaded, as well as i defence of my felt, that 
no Per ſon ever had, direct, or indirectly, from me, 
any ſuch Copy or Copies; neither would I be acceſſary, 
| on any Account, to the impoſing on the Publick ſuch. 
uſeleſs, pirated and maimed L N as are amen? 
- by the faid R. Walker. | 
W. CHET OO * Kempter to HA 
| 8 Nr ee 3 25 Ne dians at thy 
22 Theatre- Roy r eve. 
. * 9 3 | 
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